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ELEGIAC and PASTORAL, 


9 WAS at the ſolemn midnight-hour, 
Before the firſt cock's crowing, 
That weftlin winds ſhook Stirling tow'r, 
With hollow murmurs blowing, 


Fanny the fair, all wo-begone, 
Sad on her bed was lying, 
When thro' the mournful tow'r ſhe heard 
The bodiag ſcreech-owl crying. 


Oh woful night ! ſhe ſaid, and wept; 
Oh night foreboding ſorrow! _ 
Oh well night! ſhe ſaid, and wept ; 

Yet more I dread to-morrow. 


And now ſhe heard the maſly gates 
Harſh on their hinges turning; 

And now thro? all the caſtle heard 
The woful voice of mourning. 


Aghaſt ſhe ſtarted from her bed, 55 
The fatal tidings dreading ; 

Oh ſpeak ! ſhe ſaid, my father's ſlain ; 
I ſee, I fee him bleeding! 


A pale corſe on the ſullen ſhore 
This morn, fair maid, I left him; 
Ev*n at the threſhold of his door 
The foes of life bereft him. 
A Full 
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Full ia the battle's front he fell, 
| With many a wound defdrmed+ 
| A braver knight, a better man, | 
Tb fair nd ne'er domed. | $24 
While yet he ſpoke, a deadly ſwoon 

This fair maid's form invaded ; 


. Loſt was the luſtre of her eyes, 


And all her beauty faded. 


Sad was the news, ſad was the ſight, 
And ſad was the complaining z 
But O for thee, my native land, 


What woes are till remaining! 


— — — b 
HEN * hearts were Pay 13 
Careleſs of aught but play, 
Poor Flora fipt away, , War 
Sad*ning, to More: » 1, 
Looſe flow'd her coal-black hair, 
_ Qflick heav'd her boſom bare; | \ 
ilſt to the troubled air 1 
She vented her ſorrow. ii nn 


— 7 Loud howls the northern blaft, 


728 « Bleak on yon dreary waſte ; 


« Haſte then, oh Donald, haſte, 
« Haſte to thy Flora! © 
Twice twelve long months are o'c 
« Since on a foreign ſhore | 
Þ s You promis'd to fight no more, 
; « But meet me in Mora. 


© Where now is Donald dear? 
« Maids cry with taunting ſneer; 
Say, Is he (till Gocere 
To his lov'd Flora? 
Parents upbraid my moan; 
Each heart is turn'd to ſtone. 
© Flora, thou'rt now alone 


« Frietdleſs, in Mora! | 
| Donald, 


i Io 


Donald, then, come away! 

« Haſte, and no longer ſtay! - 

Where can my rover ſtray 
From his lov'd Flora ? 

Sure he can never be 

« Falſe to his vows and me: | 

Ah heav'ns !—is not yonder he 
© Bounding in Mora ? 


Never, ah wretched fair! 


* (Sigh'd-thedad meſſe F- 
6 New ſhall Donald weft 4 


© Meet hislovidtFaratt © = 


Cold, cold, beyond the main 

Donald, thy love, lies ſlain ; 

He ſent me to ſoothe thy pain, 
« Weeping in Mora. 


Well fought our gallant men, 

Headed by brave Burgoyne, 

Our heroes were thrice led on 
To Britiſh glory. 

© But tho' our foes did flee, - 

« Sad was the loſs to thee; 

While ev'ry freſh victory 

' © Drown'd us in ſorrow. 


« Here take this truſty blade, 

10 (Ons expiring ſaid), 

« Give it to yon dear maid 
« Weeping in Mora. 

«© Tell her, oh Allan! tell, 

% Donald thus bravely fell, 

« And in his laſt farewel 
Thought on his Flora.“ 


Mute ſtood the trembling fair, 
Frantic with wild deſpair; 
Then, beating her boſom bare, 
Sigh'd out poor Flora: 
«© Ah ! ah well-aday !” 
No more her fond heart your ſay; 
R * A 2 
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And the ſound died away 
Feebly in Mora. ; 


" _ 


Fin Cynthia ſcarce had reach'd the hill 
5 That riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
Clear on an eaſtern bank ſhe ſhone » 
6 Far o'er the top of every tree, 
When Mary laid ber down to ſleep ; 
But ſcarcely yet had clos'd her &e, 
She thought ſhe heard a trembling voice 
Say, Mary! weep nae mair for me. 


F — DOA G80 —— 


11 She from her pillow gently rais'd 
4 Her head, to ſee what this might be; 
She ſaw her Sandy ſhiv'ring land, 
1 With viſage pale and languid e'e. 
| My deareſt maid ! cold as the clay, 4 
/ 


I lie beyond the ſtormy ſea, 
Far from Britannia's friendly ſhore : 
Sae, Mary, weep nae mair for me. 


Then, deareſt maid! lament nae mair : , J 
Soon ſhall we come to yonder ſhore, | 
And there our loves ſhall be enlarg'd, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more. 
Loud crew the cock; at once he ſtopt. 
Na mair her Sandy might ſhe ſee; + 
He quickly left the fainting maid, | 
With, Mary, weep nae mair for me!“ 


+ | 


Ehold the fatal hour arrive! 
Nice, my Nice, ah farewel ! 
Sever'd from, thee, .can I ſurvive? - 
From thee whom 1 have lov'd fo well! 


Endleſs and deep ſhall be my woes, 
No ray of comfort ſhall I ſee ; 
And yet who knows, alas! who knows, 
If thou wilt &er remember me 


AN 


Permit 


1 


Permit me, while in enger.chace 
Of loft tranquillity 1 ro e:; 

Permit-my reſtleſs thought to trace 
The footſteps of, wy. abſent love. 


Of Nice, whereſoe' er ſhe goes 
The fond attendant I ſhall be; 

And yet who knows, alas! who knows, 
If ſhe will e' er remember me! 


1 


Ti wander, er and alone; 
And wild re- echoing rocks implore, 

To tell me where my nymph is gone. 
From early morn to ev'ning's-cloſe 

My voice ſhall eeaſeleſs call on thee ; 


And yet who knows, alas! who knows, 
If thou wilt e'er remember me! 


Oſt times I ſhall to meads and bow'rs, 
To groves, my former haunts, repair; 
Delightful haunts, wherę once my hours 
Glided in joy, for thou wert there. 


Painful remembrance oft ſhall dwell 
On ſcenes of pleaſure, which with thee 
uick paſs'd—Yet who, alas can tell 
thou wilt &er remember me! 


There flows the fountain, ſhall I cry, | 
Where, bluſhing, ſcornful ſhe would ſtand, 

Then look with ſoftly pitying eye, 
And let me ſeize her Yiediow hand. 


How many youths wilt thou behold 
Around thy new abode repair? 
What tales of love ſhall there be told ? 

What vows of truth be offer'd there? 


O heav'ns! amid ſuch tender rows, 
Such ſoothing tales, if I might be; 
O heav'n . yet, alas! who knows 
If thou wilt e'er remember me! 
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O think what ſweet tormenting ſmart 


Thy poor forlorn Fileno proves! 
O think how faithful is his heart, 


Who has no hope, yet hopeleſs loves! 


Think on the filent fad farewet 
Of him, divided far from thee ;- 

O think !—yet*'who, alas! can tell, 
If thou wilt e'er remember me! 


* . 


— 


YE rivers ſo limpid and clear, 
Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 


All the beauties that vary the year, 


All the flow'rs on your margins that grow! 
How bleſt on your banks could I dwell, | 


Were Melifla the pleaſure to ſhare, 
And teach your {weet echoes to tell 


With what fondaeſs I doat on the fair! 


Ye harveſts, that wave in the breeze 
As far ag the view can extend! 

Ve mountains, umbrageous with trees, 
Whoſe tops ſo majettic aſcend !. 

Your landſcape what joy, to ſurvey, . 
Were Meliſſa with me to admire ! 


Then the harveſt»would glitter, how gay, 


How majeſtic the mountains aſpire! 


In penſive regret, whilſt I rove, 
The fragrance of flow'rs to inhale ;. 
Or watch from. the paſtures and grove,. 
Each muſic that floats on the gale: . 
Alas! the delufiqn how vain ! 
Nor odours nor harmony pleaſe 
A heart agonizing with pain, 
Which tries ev'ry poſture for eaſe. 


If anxious to flatter my woes, 
Or the languor of abſence to cheer, 


+ Her breath I would catch in the roſe, 


Or her voice in the nightingale hear. 


3 
To cheat my deſpair of its prey, 
What objeR her charms can aſſume! 


How harſh is the nightingale's lay, 
How inſipid the roſe's perfume ! 


Ye zephyrs that viſit my fair, 
Ye ſun-beams around her that play, 
Does her ſympathy dwell on my care? 
Does ſhe number the hours of my ſtay? 
Firſt periſh ambition and wealth, 
Firſt periſh. all elſe that is dear, 
Ere one ſigh ſhould. eſcape her by, ſtealth, 
Ere my abſence ſhould coſt her one tear. 


When, when ſhall her beauties once more 
This deſolate boſom ſurpriſe ?- 
Ye fates !' the bleſt moments reſtore | 
When I baſk'd in the beams' of her eyes;. 
When, with ſweet emulation of heart, 
Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſhow ;. 
But the more that we {trove to impart, , 
We felt it more ardently glow... 


— 


BN a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 

One ewning reclin'd, to diſcover his pain. 
So ſad, yet fo ſweetly, he warbled his wo, 
The winds ceas'd to breathe; and the fountains to flow: 
Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him complain; 
Yet Chloe, leſs gentle, was deaf to his train. 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 

Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view! 
Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could ſurvey, _ 
Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more cheerfal than they; 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight— 
I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh'in light. 


Thro? all changes in vaiti relief I purſue, 

All, all, but conſpire my grief to renew. 

From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades-we-repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 


But 


| „ 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame ; 


No winter can oo ity no ſummer-1oflame. 5 


But ſee the pale moon all clouded retires; 

The breezes grow cool, not Strepbon's defires ; 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 
Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind; 

Ah wretch ! how can life thus merit thy care ? 

850 n. ning its — * hens e 
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OW ewning had ting'd * hund with d. 
N* The ring ba bas Hae che go heir flocks i in eb gol, 
When Delia complain'd i in the waodland.aloge ; 
Loud echoes retain*d; and reply d to her moan ;. 
The warblers ſat liſt'ning around on the ſpray, 
And the gale ſtole in murmurs as ſoft as ber lay. 


Ah, my Strephon ! ['twas thus the fair mourner begun) 

How cruel to leave me thus Toft and undone! 

Your vows like the wind you forget or deſpiſe, | 

Li ſlight my complaints, -and are deaf to'my cries ; 
The frown once ſo dreadful, ah L where is its pow'r? 

The voice heard with tranſport, gives tranſport no more. 


Tho” the ſylvans to pleaſe me exert all their paws, 
Tho? the ſwains crown my head with a ref flow'rs, 
Tho” they ſwear that my eyes like the morning are gay, 
That my ſosg is more ſweet than the nightingale's hy: 
Yet while ö is abſent, dejected, diſmay d, 

I droop like a flow'r that repines in the ſhade. 


O return, gentle ſhepherd, retura to my pray rt 

Ah think how I Gigh io vapity'd deſpair |— 

But in vaia all my hopes l. all my wiſhes are vain! 
While the ſtreams and the breezes thus hear me complain, 
While the birds to my. anguiſh reply from the bough, 
He flies from my arms, and regards not my wo. 


Ah! too eaſy to truſt all the oaths that he ſwore, ' 
When he vow'd that no Nog: had c'er charm'd him 


before. , 
Be 


(9) 


Be warn'd, then, ye fair, nor too raſhly believe; 
Think the men, when they flatter, but want to deceive ; 
That the fond eaſy promiſe was ne'er meant to bind; 
And believe, when they * that their oaths are all 


wind. 


— 


— 


A my fair! the morning Cans. 
The dew-drops glance around ; 


The heifer lows, the blackbird ſings, 


The echoing vales reſound. 


. Exch dew-drop gliſt'ning on the thor, 


And trembling to its fall, 
Each bluſh that paints the cheek of morn, 
In fancy's car ſhall call: p 


« O ye in youth and beauty's pride 
Who lightly dance along; 
While laughter frolies at your ſide, 

And rapture tunes your ſong; - 


What tho? each grace around you play, 
Each beauty bloom for you, 

Warm as the bluſh of rifing day, 
And ſparkling as the dew ? 


The Eluſh that glows ſo gaily now, 
But glows to diſappear; 

And, quiv'ring from the bending bough, 
Soon breaks the pearly tear! 


So paſs the beauties of your prime, 
That een in blooming die; 

So, ſhrinking at the blaſt of time, 
The treach'rous graces fly.“ 


Let thoſe, my Stella, ſlight the krain 
Who fear to find it true ! 

Each fair of tranſient beauty vain, 
And youth as tranſient too! 


With charms that win beyond the fight,. 


And hold the willing heart, | 
My 


. 
My Stella ſhall await their flight. 
Still graces fhall remain behind, 
Er 
e 8 © iſh'd mind, 
And beauties of the lol. 


wo 
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HE pride of e Pere I Ae 
The violet ſweet; und ly Geir, 
The dappled pink, aud bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Chloe's hair. 


At morn the nymph vouchſaſ'd to place | 
Upon her brow the various wreath ;+ 

The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 
The. ſcent leſs fragrant ian her breath. 


The flow'rs ſhe wore along the day; 
And ev'ry nymph and thepherd ſaid, 
That in her hair they look'd more Wo. 
Than glowing in their native 
Uadreſt at ev/ning, when ſhe found eg 
Their colours loſt, their odours paſt, 


She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt. 


That eye dropt ſenſe diſtin and clear 
As any muſe's tongue could ſpeak, | 
When from its lid 4 pearly-tear - 
Ran trickling down her beautequs. check. 
Diſſembling what T knew too well, 
My love, my life, faid I, explain 
This change of humour; pr'ythee, tell, 
That falling tear, what does it mean ? 
She figh'd, ſhe ſmil'd; and to the flow'rs 
Painting, the lovely mor'lift faid: 
See, friend, in ſome few fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what « change is made + 


| 
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Ah me! the blooming pride: of M 
And that of de are but Fn | 
At woon both flouriſh, bright and gay; 
Both fade at ewning, pale aud gone. 


At dawn, poor Stella dane d and ſong; 
The am'rdus youth around her bow'd : 
At night, her fatal knell was rung 
I ſaw, and kifg'd her in her ſhroud, 


Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to-day, 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow : 
Go, D bid thy muſe diſplay - 

I be jaftice of thy Chloe's — 


1 
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YE ſhepherds and nymphs of the plain, 
Your paſtimes a moment forego, ' 
And kindly attend to my ftrain; 
Your pity will ſoften my wo! 


Ye valleys! where' often Pye j2 
To taſte the mild breath of the . 

And raptur'd have met my chaſte maid ; 
I leave you, no more to return. 


Sweet echo! no more from thy bed 
I'll rouſe thee to hail the new day; 
Some happier ſwain-in my ſtead 
Shall wake thee' when I'm far away: 


And you, the {ad cauſe of my wo, 

My parents! who know a my plant, 
Who force me reluQant to go; 

Forbear, When I'm gone, to lament. 


But you, who can nature controul, 

And check the ſoft pulſe of the heart, 
Can ſtifle the voice of the ſoul, 

And hear of my death without ſmart. 


Oh Laura! a name ever dear, 
Which once could diſpel] ev'ry care, 
Now heaveſt the heart · throbbiog tear, 
And wring'ſt my ſad ſoul with deſpair. 


( 12 ) 


By vows and by love thou art mine, 
O ſweet and adorable maid ! 

But tyranny bids me reſign, 
And tyranny muſt be obey'd. 


When far from thy fame I am drove, M 
PI! tell the deaf waves of our wrong; 


Each gale ſhall figh deep with our love, 
Till hoary death ſilence my tongue. 


* 
—_ * 


HEN gentle Celia firſt I knew, 
A. breaft ſo good, ſo kind, ſo true, 
© Reaſon and taſte approv'd : | 
Pleas'd to indulge ſo pure a flame, 
I call'd jt by too ſoft a name, 
And fondly thought I lov'd ; 


Till Chloris came. With ſad ſurpriſe, 
I felt the lightning of her eyes | 
Thro? all my ſenſes run ; 
All glowing with refiſtleſs charms, 
She 510 my breaſt with new alarms ; 
I ſaw, and was undone. 


O Celia! dear unhappy maid, 
Forbear the weakneſs to upbraid, 
Wo Which ought your ſcorn to move: 
I know this beauty falſe and vain, 
I know ſhe triumphs in my pain; 
Yet ſtill I feel I love. 


Thy gentle ſmiles no more can pleaſe, 
Nor can thy ſofteſt friendſhip eaſe 

The torments I endure; _ 
Think what that wounded breaſt muſt feel 


Which truth and kindneſs cannot heal, 
Nor e'en thy pity cure. 


Oft ſhall I curſe my iron chain, 
And wiſh again thy milder reign 
With long and vain regret : 


. 


All that I can, to thee I give; 
And could I ſtill to reaſon live, 
I were thy captive yet. 


But paſſion's wild, impetuous ſea, 
Hurries me far from peace and thee, 
*'Twere vain to "ugp,e more: 
Thus the poor ſailor ſlumb'ring lies, 
While ſwelling tides around him riſe, 
And puſh his bark from ſhore. 


In vain he ſpreads his helpleſs arms, 
His pitying friends with fond alarms 
" KB In vain deplore his ſtate; 
Still far and farther from the coaſt, 
On the high ſurge his bark is toſt, 
And foundering yields to fate. 


= 


— 
*% 


OME here, fond youth, whoe'er thou be 
That boaſts to love as well as me, 
And if thy breaſt have felt ſo wide a wound, 
Come hither and thy flame approve ; 
I'll teach thee what it is to love, 


And by what marks true paſſion may be found, 


g It is to be all bath'd in tears, 
To live upon a ſmile for years, 
To lie whole ages at a beauty's feet ; 
To kneel, to languiſh, and implore, 
And ſtill, tho? ſhe diſdain, adore; 
It is to do all this, and think thy ſuff*rings ſweet. 


It is to gaze upon her eyes 
With eager joy and fond furpriſe, | 
Yet temper'd with ſuch chaſte and awful fear 
As wretches feel who wait their doom; 
Nor muſt one ruder thought preſume, 
Tho? but in whiſpers breath*d, to meet her ear, 


It is to hope, tho” hope were bt, - 
n Tho? bean and earth thy paſſion croft ; 
| "i B TBO 


"4 


- Yet if thou dar'ſt not hope, thou doſt not love. 


- Thou do 


Ca 


Tho! ſhe were bright as ſainted queens above, 
And thou the leaſt and meaneſt ſwain 
That folds his flock upon the plain; 


It is to quench thy joy in tears, | 

To nurſe ſtrange doubts and "OP fears; 
If pangs of jealouſy thou haſt not prov'd, 

Tho? ſhe were fonder and more true 

Than any nymph. old-poets drew, 


O never dream again that thou haſt lov'd. 


If, when the darling maid is gone, , 
Thou doſt not ſeek to be alone, 55 
Wrapt in a pleaſing trance of tender wo; 
And muſe, and Fold thy languid arms, 
Feeding thy fancy on her charms; | 
Fi not love, for love is nouriſh'd ſo.” 


If any hopes thy boſom ſhare © . 
But thoſe which love has planted there, 17407 


Or any cares but his thy breaſt enthrall, * ; 


Thou never yet his power haſt known ; 4 * 
Love fits on a deſpotic throne, | * 
And reigns a tyrant, if he reigns at all. WY 


Now if thou art ſo loſt a thing. 
Here all thy tender ſorrows bring, 
And prove whoſe patience longelt can . 
We'll ftrive whoſe fancy ſhall be loft” 
In dreams of fondeft - affion molt; 
For if thou thos baſt Jov'd, oh! never Make a cure. 
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AN near a weeping ſpring reclin d., 
The beauteous Araminta pin'd, 1510 
And mouru'd a falſe ungrateſul you; 1091 
While dying echoes caught the ſounddg. 
And ſpread the ſoſt complaints around .. ' 
Of broken yows and alter'd truth & a7 zud od! 


An aged ſhepherd heard her moans 
And thus 1 in a pity? s indeſt tone 


* 


0 Addreſs'd 


e Þ 26 ER 
Addreſe'd the loſt, deſpairing maid : 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, unhappy fair, to grieve ; 
For ſounds, tho? ſweet, can ne'er relieve 
A breaking heart by love betray'd. 


Why ſhould'ſt thou waſte ſuch precious ſhow'rs, 


That fall like dew on wither'd flow'rs, 
But dying paſſion ne*er reſtor'd? 
In beauty's empire is no mean, 


And woman, either ſlave or queen, 


Is quickly ſcorn'd when uot ador'd. 


- Thoſe liquid pearls from either eye, 
_ Which might an eaſtern empire buy, 


Unvalyed here and fruitleſs fall ; 

No art the ſeaſon cau renew 

When love was young, and Damon true, 
No tears a wand'ring heart recall. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, thy tears are vain, 
Should thoſe fair orbs in drops of rain 
Vie with a weeping ſouthern ſky : 
For hearts o%ercome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief; 
Die, hapleſs Araminta, die. — 


i by the dark and lonely bow'r, 

At the ſilent midnight - hour, 

Let me, let me, all alone, | 
Ruminate on pleaſures gone 

Ah days of bliſs, delightful days! 

Could I theſe days of bliſs reſtore, 

When fick with Jove,; and vain with praiſe, 
I fighing heard whate er he ſwore. 


Sadly ſolemn be the ſtrain, 

Suited to a heart in pain; 

Mirth and pleaſure I forego, 

Welcome ſorrow, welcome wo: 

Too long in folly's court I ſtray'd, 

A fond and witleſs maid I ween; 
B 2 
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Ah faithleſs ſwain! how oft he ſaid, 
No nymph fo fair he &er had ſeen. 


Beauty fades, and youth retires, 
And mirth's airy train expires. 
Wiping tears from pity's eye, 
Waiting loves are hovering nigh ; 
Let virgin-hands freſh ffow'rs ſupply, 
To firew a hapleſs virgin's bier: 
Ah perjur'd ſwain! can you deny 
Jo drop a ſad relenting tear? 


Arewel, ye green fields and ſweet groves ! 
14 Where Strephon engag'd my poor heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 

And nature is dreſt without art. | 
No pleaſures ye now can afford, 

No muſic can ſoothe me to reſt ; 
For Strephon proves falſe to his word, 

And. Phyllis can never be bleft. \ 


P | \ 
When the dove by his cooing has ſhow'd | 
The ſoftneſs, the joy, of his mind; | 
Falſe Strephon has ſworn, and has vow'd, - 
Like him, he'd be conſtant and kind. 
The birds, as if pleas'd with his truth, 
With harmony fill'd all the grove; - 
Whilſt he, with the raptures of youth, 
Entic'd me, and preſ#'d me to love. 


Oft-times by the fide of a ſpring, 
Where roſes and lilies appear, 

Gay Strephon of Phyllis would ſing ; 
For Phyllis was all he held dear. 

But no ſooner he found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 

When he, to my grief and ſurpriſe, 
Prov'd all he had ſaid was in jeſt. 


Tho? love in his tender alarms 
Brings pleaſure with ev'ry new day, 


Like 


* 


1 
Like roſes and lilies our charmwe 

Are doom'd to a ſpeedy decay. 
The lily, the roſe, and the maidg 

Their various beauties diſpenſe ; 


But, ſoon as they're blaſted, they fade, 
Grow ugly, and pleaſe not the ſenfe. 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I find: 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe which are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt, 
Beware then, each maid, how you truſt 
The fool who to love makes pretence; 
For Strephon to love had been juſt, 
If heav'n had bleſt him with ſenſe. 


— . 
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E nymphs of the plain who once ſaw me ſo gay, 
You aſk why in ſorrow I ſpend the whole day: 
'Tis love, cruel love, that my peace did betray : 
Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 
The bloom which once grac'd, has deſerted this cheek ;. 
My eyes no more ſparkle, my tongue can ſcarce ſpeak ; 
My heart, too, ſo flutters, I fear it will break: Wh 
Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 


Ye lovers ſo true, that attend on my bier, 

And think that my fortune has proy'd too ſevere; 

Ah! curb not the figh, nor refuſe the kind tear; 
Then ſtrew all the place round with willow. 

Ere& me a tomb, and engrave on its fide, 

Here lies a poor maiden, whoſe love was deny'd; 

She ſtrove to endure it, but could not, and dy'd:“ 
Then ſhade it with cypreſs and willow. 


pn EEE - 
* — 
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ARK ! hark! *tis a voice from the tomb l. 
Come, Lucy, it cries, come away; 
The grave of thy Colin has room 
To reſt thee beſide bis cold clay. 
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I come, my dear ſhepherd, I come; 
Ve friends and companions adieuf —. 

I haſte to my Colin's dark home, | 
To die in his boſom ſo true. 


All mournful the midnight-bell rung 
| When Lucy, ſad Liicy, aroſe, 

And forth to the green turf ſhe ſprung, 

Where Colin's pale aſhes repoſe: 

All wet with the night's chilling dew, 
Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground; 
While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd all around. 


How long, my lov'd Colin ! ſhe cry'd, 
How long mult thy Lucy complain? 
Ho long Kal the grave my love hide? 
How long ere it hein us again? 
For thee thy fond ſhepherdels liv'd, 
Wich thee o'er the world would ſhe fly; 
For thee ſhe had ſorrow'd and griev'd ; 


For thee would ſhe lie down and die. \ 


Alas! what avails it how dear 
Thy Lucy was once to her ſwain? 

Her face like the lily ſo fair, AE 
And eyes. that gave light to the plain? 

The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone, | 

That face and thoſe eyes charm no more; 

And Lucy, forgot and alone, | 

- To death ſhall her Colin deplore. 


While thus ſhe lay ſunk in deſpair, 2 

Aud mourn'd to the echo around, | 
Iaflam'd all at once grew the air, 

And thunder hook dreadful the ground : 
I hear the kind call, and obey ; 
Ab Colin! receive me, ſhe cry'd : 

Then breathing a groan o'er. his clay, 


She hung on his tomb-ſtone, and dy'd. 
pes * THE 
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( 19 ) 
HE pendent foreſt ſeem'd to nod, 
In drowſy fetters bound ; 
And fairy elves in circles trod 
The daiſy- painted ground: . 
When Thyrſis ſought the conſcious grove, 
Of lighted vows to tell; | 
And thus (to ſoothe neglected love) 
 Invok'd ſad Philomel ; 


« The ſtars their filver radiance ſhed, 
And filence charms the plain; | 
«© But where's my Philomela fled 
«© To fing her love-lorn ſtrain? 
« Hither, ah gentle bird! in haſte, 
« Direct thy hov'ring wing: 
«© The vernal green's a dreary waſte, 
« Till you vouchſafe to fing. 


« $o thrilling ſweet thy numbers flow, 
« (Thy warbling ſong diſtreſt!) 

© The tear that tells the lover's wo 
« Falls cold upon my breaſt. 

© To hear ſad Philomel complain 
« Will ſoften my deſpair ; 

Then quickly ſwell the melting train, 
« And ſoothe a lover's care.” 


Give up all hopes, unhappy ſwain! 
- A liing age reply'd; 
For what can conſtancy obtain 
From unrelenting pride? 
The ſhepherd droop'd—the tyrant death 
| Had ſeiz'd his trembling frame; 
He bow'd, and with departing breath 
Pronounc'd Zaphira's name. 


— 


H! what is't to me that the graſshopper fings ? 
Or what that the meadows are fair ? 5 
That (like little flow'rets, if mounted on wings) 
The butterflics flaunt it in ai? - E 
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Ye birds! I'll ao o longer attend, to a by, „ 
Vour haunts in the foreſts reſign: 
Shall you, with your true loves, be happy all day, 

Whilſt I am divided from mine? 


Where woodbines and willows inclird to unite, 
We twiſted a blooming alcove ; 1. 
And oft has my Damon, with ſmiles of delight, 
Declar'd it the Mantle of Love. Kar 
; The roſes that crept to our mutual — hy 
And reſted among the ſweet boughs, | 
Are faded—they droop—and they cannot do leſs 7 
For Damon is falſe to his vows. . [ 


This oak has for ages the tempeſt defy'd, 
We call it—the 4g , the grove; © 

He ſwore, - a light breeze odd i its centre di vide | 
When he was not true 2 his love: 

Come, come, gentle zephyr,. in juſtice Jeſcend|, . 
His falſchood you're 28 to diſplay; 

This oak and its honours. you'll, eaſily rend, 
For Damon has left mea day. 


The ſhepherd ruſh'd forth from behind the thiek des 
Prepar'd to make Phillida bleſt; 
And claſping the maid, from an heart full of See, 
T be cauſe of his abſence confeſt : 
High raptures, twas told him by maſters i in love, 
Too often repeated, would cloy; 
And RESPLITES he found, were the means to improve 
And 8 the moments of j Joy- | 
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Wee the fond zephyr through the woodbine plays, 

And wakes ſweet in wb in the mantling bow?r, 
Near to that grove my lovely-bridegroom ſtays 
Impatient, —for tis palt—the promis'd hour. 


Lend me thy light, O ever ſparkling ſtar! 

Bright Heſper ! in thy glowing pom array'd, 
Look down, look dowh, from thy all-g orious car, 
And beam Protection on a wand'ring maid?! * 
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'Tis to eſcape the penetratiog ſpy, 

And paſs, ynnotic'd, from malignant light, 
This dreary waſte, full reſolute, I try, 

And truſt my footſteps to the ſhades of night. 


The moon has ſlipt behind an envious cloud, 
Her ſmiles, fo gracious, I no longer view ; 
Let her remain behind that envious ſhroud, * 
My hopes, bright Heſperus ! depend on you. 


No rancour ever reach*d my barmleſs breaſt ; 


I hurt no birds, nor rob the buſtling bee: 


Hear, then, what Love and Innocence requeſt, 


And ſhed your kindeſt influence on me. 


Thee—Venus loves Firſt twinkler of the ſly, 
Thou art her ftar—in golden radiance gay! 
On my diſtreſſes caſt a pitying eye, 
Aſſiſt me—for, alas! I've loſt my way. 


I ſee the darling of my ſoul— my love! 
Expreſſion can't the mighty rapture tell : 

He leads me to the boſom of the grove : 
Thanks, gentle ſtar—kind Heſperus, farewel. 


_ 


9 


To hide from the rigours of day; 
And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the freſh violets lay : 
A youngh 
(*Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot), 


HE ſheep had i in ele he cloſe by the grove, 


ing, 'it ſeems, had been ſtole from its "= 


That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, . 


Arrive at this critical ſpot. 


As through the gay hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 


He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurpriſe; 


„ Ye gods! if ſo killing,” he ery'd, © when ſhe ſleeps, 


« I'm loſt when ſhe opens her eyes! 
« To tarry much longer would hazard my bean, 
I' onwards my lambkins to trace:“ | 
In vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love had him nail'd to the Place. 


Huſb, 


| ( 22 ) 

« Huſh, buſh'd be theſe birds, what a bawling they keep! 
« (He cry'd), you're too loud on the ſpray; 

% Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's aſleep ! 
« You'll wake her as ſure as *tis day : 

« How dare that fond butterfly" touch the ſweet maid ! 
« Her cheek he miſtakes for the roſe ; 

« I'd pat him to death, if I'was not afraid 
« My boldneſs would break her repoſe.” 


Young Phillis Jook'd up with a languiſhing ſmile : 
„Kind ſhepherd,” ſhe ſaid, you miſtake; 
« J laid myſelf down juſt to reſt me a while ; 
% But, truſt me, have ſtill been awake.“ | 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf cob by ber lide;, 
And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But yeſterday made her his bride, | 1 


n 


2 2 HE —_—_ ſwan with ceful TH \ 
Her gloſſy plumage laves, | 


And lng down the filver tide, 
- Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 


Tue filver tide; that wand'ring flows, 


Sweet to the bird muſt be! © 4 
But not ſo ſweet—blyth Cupid knows, a 


| As Delia is to me. 1 
A parent. bird, in phintire wood | 


n yonder fruit-tree ſ 
And All che pendent neſt ſhe view'd 5 
That held her callow young: 


Dear to the m6ther's flott'ring heart 
The genial brood muſt be; | 

But not ſo dear (the (houfandth part 5 
As Delia is to me. 


"The roſes that my | brow ſurround _ 
Were natives of the dale! 


Scarce 
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Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland d, 


Before their ſweets grew pale ! 


My vital bloom would thus be froze, 
If, luckleſs, torn from thee; - | 

For what the root 1s to the roſe 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found, like new-fll' ſnow, | 


So white the — ir 
The birds on Delia PH beſtow, | 


They're like her boſom fair! 


: When, in their chaſte, connubial love, 


My ſecret with ſhe'll ſee ; 
Such mutual bliſs as turtles prove, 
May Delia ſhare with me. 


5 
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HE ſilver moon de beam 
Steals ſoftly thro' the dight, 
To wanton with the winding iream,: 
And kiſs reflected light. 
To beds of ſtate go, balmy ſleep ! 
('Tis where you've ſeldom *.4 
May's vigil while the ſhepherds keep | 
With Kare of Aberdeen. 


Upon the green the virgins wait, 
In roſy chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbar her golden gate, 
And give the promis'd May. 

Methinks I hear the maigs declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, balf fo fair, | 
As Karz of Aberdeen. | 


Strike up the tabotꝰ's boldeſt notes, 

' We'I-rouſe the nodding groves 
The neſted birds ſhall raiſe their Wente 

And hail the maid I love: 5 
And ſee—the matin lark miſtakes, 

He quits the tufted green: 


Fond 


(24) 


Fond bird! „tis not the morning * 1 
"Tis KaTz of Aberdeen. 


Now lightſome oer the level mead, 
Where midnight fairies rove, | 
Like them, the jocund dance we'll lead, 
Or tune the reed to love: 
For ſee the roſy May draws nigh ; 
She claims a virgin _ ws 
And, bark! the happy 5 
Tis Karx of Ae 1 
T 
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Said,—on the banks by the W 
I've pip'd for the ſhepherds too long: 

Oh grant me, ye Muſes, a theme 

Where glory may brighten my ſong! | 
But Pan bade me ſtick to my ſtrain, 

Nor leſſons too lofty rehearſe; \' 
Ambition befits not a ſwain, 

And Phillis loves paſtoral verſe. | 115 


The roſe, tho? a beautiful red, 

Looks faded to Phillis's bloom ; | 
And the breeze from the bean-flower bed 
To her breath's but a feeble perfume. 


The dew-drop fo limpid and gay, 
That looſe on the violet lies, 

Tho? brighten'd by Phœbus's ray 
Wants luſtre, compar'd to her eyes. 


A lily I ered in full pride, 
Its freſhneſs with herd to compare; 


And fooliſhly thought ra I'try'd). 
The flow'ret was equally fair. 


How, Corydon, could you miſtake ? 


Your fault be with forrow*confeſt ; 
You ſaid the white ſwans on the lake 


For ſoftneſs might rival ker breaſt, © © 
: | y While 
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While thus I went on ia her praiſe, 
My Phillis paſs'd ſportive along: 
Ye poets, I covet no bays, 
She ſmil'd,——a reward for my ſong ! 


I find the god Pan's in the right, FIDE 
No fame's like the fair one's applauſe ! 

And Cupid muſt crown with delight 
The ſhepherd that ſings in his cauſe. 


fair Fidele's graſſy tomb 

Soft maids and village-hinds ſhall bring 
Each op'ning ſweet of earlieſt bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear 

To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove ; 
But ſhepherd-lads aſſemble here, 

And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

But female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew. 


The red-breaft oft at ev'ning hours 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 
With hoary moſs and gather'd flow'rs 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds and beating rain 
In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell ; 
Or midſt the chace upon the plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


Each lovely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed ; 
Belov'd till life could charm no more, 
And mourn'd till pity's ſelf be dead. 
I Cc | BOW 
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OW the head, thou lily fair ! 
Bow the head in mournful guiſe; 
Sickly turn thy ſhining white; 
Bend thy ſtalk, and never riſe. 


Shed thy leaves, thou lovely roſe ! 
Shed thy leaves ſo ſweet and gay; 
id earths 


Spread them wide on the co 
Quickly let them fade away. 


Fragrant woodbine all untwine, 

All untwine from yonder bow'r ; 
Drag thy branches on the ground, 
Stain with duſt each tender flowr. 


For, wo is me! the gentle knot, 
That did in willing durance bind 

My Emma and her happy ſwain, 

By cruel death is now untwin'd. 


Her head with dim balf-cloſed eyes 
Is bow'd upon her breaſt of ſnow ; 
And cold-and faded ave thoſe cheeks 
That wont with cheerful red to glow, 


And mute is that harmonious voice NEL 0G 
That wont to breathe the founds of love 
And lifeleſs are thoſe beauteous limbs | 
That with ſuch eaſe and grace did move. 


And I, of all my bliſs bereft, 
Lonely and ſad mult ever moan ; 
Dead to each. joy the world can give, 
Alive to memory alone. 8 
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YES, theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris I ſtray'd; 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid ! 
In the bloom of ber youth to a cloyſter ſhe run; 
In the bloom of ber graces too fair for a nun! 
. no doubt, a devotion muſt prove 


80 ta beauty, ſo killing to love! | 
Yes, 
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vie, theſe are the mea dows, the ſhrubs, and the plains, 
Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my pains : 
How many ſoft moments I ſpent in this grove! 
How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love 
Be ſtill though, my heart l thine emotion give o'er ; 
Remember, the ſeaſon of love is no more. | 


With her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs ! 

Then, breathleſs with ardour, my fair one purſu'd, 

And to think with what kindaeſs my garland ſhe view'd! 
But be ſtill, my fond heart! this emotion give o'er ; 
Fain wouldſt thou forget thou muſt love her no more. 


IR ——— 


H pleas'd within my native bow'rs 
Erewhile I paſs'd the day! 


Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs ? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay ? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landſcape round! 

The river gliding down the dale ! 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 

That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career. 


No more, fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee: 

That verdant hill and filver ſtream” 

Divide. my love and me. 


E birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lay ſalute my love; 

My Daphne with your notes detain, 

Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 


Ye flow'rs! before her footſteps riſe ; 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes ;. 
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That the your 7 charms may ſee: 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 


Kind Zephyr! braſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r ; 
Or never more, O gentle wind! 


Shall I from thee refreſhment find. 
Ye ftreams ! if e'er your banks I lov'd, 


If e'er your vative ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoft murmur ſoothe my fair! 
Or, oh! *twill deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grot ! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds, 

. May Daphne praiſe thy peaceful gloom, 
Or thou ſhalt prove her Damon's tomb. 
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O more the feſtive train I'll join: 

Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! \ 

For what, alas! have griefs like mine ”% 

With paſtimes or dcliohts to do? vid 

Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove ; 
But IT am all deſpair and love. 


Ah, well-a-day ! how chang'd am I !— 
When late 1 ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds bard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feed: 

But now my ftrains no longer move; 

They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireft once upon the lea; 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ftray, nor mark'd by me. 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee them rove : 
They aſk the cauſe ; I anſwer, love. 


Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 
With tears of anguiſh to o'erflow ; 


6299 
'Tis that which fill d my breaſt with ſighs, 
And tun'd my pipe to notes of wo: — 


Love has occafion'd all my ſmart, 
Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart. 


1 1 — Oy 
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1 at the cool and fragrant hour 
When ev'ning ſteals upon the ſky,. 
That Lucy ſought a woodbine grove, 

And Colin taught the grove to figh : 

The ſweeteſt damſel ſhe on all the « oy 

The ſofteſt lover he of all the ſwains. 


He took her by the lily-hand,. 
Which oft had made the milk look pale; 
Her cheeks with modeft roſes glow'd, 
As thus he breath'd his ke tale: 
The lining ſtreams a while forgot to flow, 
The doves to murmur, and the breeze to blow. 


O ſmile,. my love! thy dimply ſmiles 
Shall lengthen on the ſetting ray. 
Thus let us paſs the hours in bliſs, 
Thus ſweetly languiſh life away: 
Thus ſigh our fouls into each other's breaſt, i 
As true as turtles, and as turtles bleſt! 


Too long my erring eyes had rov'd 
On city-dames in ſcarlet dreſt ; 
And ſcorn'd the charmful village-maid, 
In innocence and grogram bleſt. 
Since Lucy's native graces fill'd my fight, 
The painted city-dames no more — 2 py 


The living purple, when you bluſh, 
Outglows the ſcarlet's deepeſt dye ; - 
No diamonds tremble on thy bair, 
But brighter ſparkle in thine eye: 
Not e'er is found, on all the Britiſh plain, 
A. maid ſo lovely, or ſo kind a ſwain. 


Thy lips with ſtreams of honey flow, 
And beanteous fwell with healing dews ; : 
; e. - More 
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More ſweets are blended in thy breath 

— Than all. thy father's fields diffuſe : 
Tho? thouſand flow'rs adorn each blooming field, 
Thy lovely cheeks more blooming beauties yield. 


The tune ful linnet's warbling notes 
Are grateful to the ſhepberd-ſwain ; 
To drooping plants and thirſty fields, 
The filver drops of kindly rain; 
To bloſſoms dews, as bloſſoms to the bee: 
And thou, my Lucy, only art to me. 


But mark, my love, yon weſtern clouds, 
With liquid gold they ſeem to burn; 
The ev'ning- ſtar will ſoon appear, 
And overflow his ſilver urn: N 
Soft ſtillneſs now approaching ſhades invite, 
To taſte the balmy bleſſings of the night. 


Vet, ere we part, one boon I crave, | 
One tender boon !. nor this deny; 
O promiſe that. you ſtill will love ! 
O promiſe this, or elſe I die! \ 
Death elſe my only remedy muſt prove: 
PIl ceaſe to live whene'er you ceaſe to love. 


She ſigh'd, and bluſt'd a ſweet conſent ; 
Joyous he thank'd her on his knee, 
And warmly preſs'd her virgin-lip : 
Was ever: youth fo bleſt as he! | 
The moon, to light the lovers homeward, roſe ; 


And Philomela lulPd them to repoſe.. 


”=— 


* winds, to whom Colin complains 
In ditties fo ſad- and fo ſweet, 
Believe me, the ſhepherd but-feigns 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has wit. 
No charmer like Colin can move, 
Ad this is-ſome pretty new art; 
— Ah! Colin'gaj 4 in love, 
And likes to play tricks with my heart. 
I Wen 
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When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 

' Seem doleful, and alter his face; 

Can tremble, and breathe out his tale.: 
Ah! Colin has every pace. 

The willow my rover prefers 
To the breaſts where he once begg'd to lie; 

And the ſtreams that he ſwells with his tears 
Are rivals belov'd more than I. | 


His head my fond boſom would bear, 
And my heart would ſoon beat him to reſt : 
Let the ſwain that is lighted deſpair ; 

But Colin is only in jeſt, 
No death the deceiver deſigns, 

Let the maid that is ruin'd deſpair ; 
For Colin but dies in his lines, | 

And gives himfelf that modiſh air. 


Can ſhepherds, bred far from the eourt, 
So wittily talk of their flame 2: 
But Colin makes paſſion his ſport ; 
Beware of ſo fatal a game. 
My voice of no mulic can boaſt, 
or my perſon of aught that is fine; 
But Colin may find, to his coſt, 
A face that is fairer than mine. 


Ah! then will I break my lov'd crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my ſheep ; 
And die in the much favour'd brook, 
Where thou but pretendeſt to weep. 
Then mourn the ſad fate that you gave, 
In ſonnets fo ſmooth and divine ; 
Perhaps I may riſe from my grave: 
To hear ſuck ſoft muſic as thine.. 


Of the violet, daify, and roſe, 
The heart's-eafe, the lily, and pink, 
Let thy fingers a garland compoſe, 
And crown'd by the fivulet's brink :. 
How oft, my dear ſwain, did I ſwear, 
How much my fond ſoul did admire. 


* 


Thy 


E 


Thy verſes, thy ſhape, and thy air, 
Tho? deck'd in thy rural attire !- 

Your ſheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch art, 
That all your ſmall ſubjects obey'd ;. 
And till you reign'd-king of this heart, 
Whoſe paſſion you falſely upbraid.. 
How often, my ſwain, have I ſaid, 

That thy arms were a palace to me; 
And how well I could live in a ſhade, 
Tho adorned with nothing but thee ?: 


Oh ! what are the ſparks of the town,. 
Tho? ever ſo fine and ſo gay? 
I freely would leave beds of down 
For thy breaſt and a bed of new bay. 
Then, Colin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in love; 
Let me find thee a faithful true ſwain, 


And as conſtant a nymph I will prove. | 


— 


— 


HERE now is that ſun of repoſe 
That once us'd to ſmile on this breaſt 
On the morn that ſo genially roſe, 
And at eve ſet ſo kindly in reſt? 


Alas! all withdrawn from my- ſight, 
On the morning no longer it beams; 
And, inſtead of contentment at night, 
Spreads horror alone in my dreams. 


O Belmour ! why &er did I hear 

What I knew muft be death to believe; 
Or drink up a ftrain with my ear, b 
When I-ſaw. it was meant to deceive ?. 


To whom, tell me now, can I ſpeak, 
That will not reproach and exclaim ; . 
And read throꝰ the bluſh on this cheek, 
That guik is the-parent of ſhame ? 


» 
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Tn vain the dark grove do I try, 
Some 1 from cenſure to find; 

But, oh! from a world I may fly, 
Yet cannot eſcape from my mind. 


In the thickeſt receſs of the ſhade, 
My conſcience cries, Flavia, ſee there, 
What a wretch a fond father is made, 
What a mother is plung'd in deſpair ! 


The zepbyr's moſt innocent pale 

Now ſeems at my conduct to roar ; 
And the fiream, as it winds thro” the dale, 
Says, Flavia is ſpotleſs no more. 


"Tis juſt—and I cannot upbraid, 
For Belmour yet wells in the eye; 
And this boſom, tho? haſely betray'd, 
Still heaves with too tender a ſigh. 


In ſpite of religion's pure breath, 
The ſofteſt i will riſe ; 

And I doat to diſtraction and death, 
While I labour to hate and deſpiſe. 


Come grave then, thou beſt of reliefs, 
Regardleſs of ſeaſon or time, 

At once give an end to my griefs, 
And a Lethe to waſh o'er my crime. 


Yet ceaſe not, ye tears, ſtill to flow 
From the fount of contrition or love ; 
So th* exceſs of my ſorrows below 


May purchaſe my pardon above. 


_—_— — — 


— — — 


WW HEN fairies dance round on the gras, 
And revel to night's awful noon ; 
O ſay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 

All by the pale light of the moon ? 
My paſſion 1 fek not to ſcreen, 


Then can I refuſe you your boon ? Ply 
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In meet you at twelve on the green, 
All by the pale light of the moon. 
Tbe gightingale, perch's on a thorn, 
Then charms all the plains with her tune; 
And, glad of the abſence of morn, 
Salutes the pale light of the moon. 
How ſweet is the jeſſamine grove! 
And ſweet are the roſes of June! 


But ſweeter the language of love, ; 
Breath'd forth by the light of the moon. 


Too flaw rolls the chariot of day, 
Unwilliong to grant me my boon : 

Away, envious ſunſhine, away ! | 
Give place to the light of the moon. 

But ſay, will you never deceive 
The laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon; 

-And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve, | 
Alone, by the light of the moon ? 


The planets ſhall tart from their ſpheres \ 
Ere I prove ſo fickle a loon; ATA 
Believe me, I'll baniſh thy fears, | 
Dear maid, by the light of the moon. 
Our loves when the ſhepherds ſhall view, 
To us they their pipes: ſhall attune; | 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew 
Each night by, the light of. the moon, 


the 


"PHE ſun in virgio-luſtre ſhone, 
May-morning put its beauties on; 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrains, 

And Tweeter flow'rets deck'd the plains; 
When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaft, 
Now whilper'd, To the nymph away! 

For this is nature's holiday. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte; 
The painted mead he inltant paſs'd; 


Where 
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And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd 
Where dew ſlept, and ſilence reign'd: 
Awake, my fair ! (the ſhepherd cries), 
To new-born pleaſure ope thine eyes; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia'! bait the May; 
For this is nature's holiday. 


Forth came the maid, in beauty bright 
As Phcebus in meridian hight: 

Entranc'd in Nr all conſeſt, 
The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt; 
Then gazing with a ſpeaking eye, 

He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 

A melting ſigh, and ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider youth's our holiday. 


Ah ſoft, (ſhe ſaid), for pity's ſake ! 
What! kiſs one ere I'm well awake? 

For this ſo early came you here? 

And hail you thus the rifing year? 
Sweet innocence! forbear to chide, 

We'll haſte to joy, (the ſwain reply'd); 
In pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll ftray ; 
And this ſhall be love*s holiday. 5 


A crimſon glow. warm'd o'er her cheek, 
She look'd the thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak ; 
Conſent own'd nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand: 
His dancing heart in tranſports play'd, 
To church he led the bluſhing mard ; 
Then bleſs'd the ere morn of May: 

| 


And now their life's all holiday. 


** verdant woods, and cryſtal ſtreams, 

By whoſe enamell'd fide 

I ſhar'd the ſun's refreſhing beams, 
While Jockey was my guide ! 

No more your ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Sylvia's love - ſick mind; N 
0 


- 
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No rural ſcenes can-give her eaſc, | 0 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Come, gloomy eve, and vail the ſky 
With clouds of darkeſt hue ; { 
Wither, ye plantz—ye flow'rets, die! 
Uncheer'd with balmy dew. 
Ye ſweetly warbling birds! no more 
- Your ſongs can Bothe my mind; 
My hours of joy, alas! are o'er, 


Since Jockey proves unkind. 


I'll hie me to ſome dreary grove, 
For ſighing forrow —.— 
Where nought but plaintive ſtrains of love 
2 _ ev'ry ſhade ; | 
Where the ſad turtle's melting grief, 
With Philomela's joei d, 
Alone ſhall yield my heart relief 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


Be warn'd by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, \ 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit; | 
Tho! love's on eloquence perſuades, 
*Tis all a dang”rous cheat. | 
Fly quickly, fly tbe faithleſs ſwain, 
His treach'rous arts deſpiſe; $3 3341 
So ſhall you live exempt from pain, 
While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 


*% — 
— 
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HERE the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowſlips adorn the n, | 
The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow's, Lo _ 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene. 
In a cottage, retired, there live 
Young Colin and Phebe the fair: 
The bleſtogs each other receive 
In mutual enjoyments they ſhare ; 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phebe and Colin her _— 
N 2 
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The ſweets of .contentment ſupply 8 
The ſplendour and grandeur of pride; 


No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 

While bleſt with his beautiful bride ; 
He wiſhes no greater delight | 
Than to tend on the lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phebe at night, 

His innocent toil to repay : x 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
They're as conſtant as Colin who lives in the dale. 
If delighted her lover a 5 
be fair-one partakes of his bliſs ; 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 

And heals all his pains with a kiſs: 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit | 

That is praftis'd in city and court; 
Thinks happineſs no- where complete 

But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort : 
And the lads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Ualeſs they are kind as Phebe the fair. 


Ye youths who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair-one betray, 
Ns longer be faithleſs in love, 
The dictates of honour obey : 
Ye nymphs who with beauty are bleſt, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will digaify thoſe of the face: 
And ye lads and ye laſſes whom Hymen has join'd, 
Like Colin be conſtant, like Phebe be kind. 


— . 


— — 


AS Thyrſis, reclin'd by her fide he lov'd beſt; 
With a ſigh her ſoft hand to his boſom he preſt, 


While his paſſion he breath'd in the grove: 

As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 

As back to the fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 

So true and unchaog'd * love. It 
1 | , 
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If Cer this heart roves or revolts from its chains, 
May Ceres, in rage, quit the valleys and plains! 
May Pan his protection deny ! W 
In vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
e 


On the lips of another no rapture I find; | 
With thee as I've liv'd, fo I'll die. 


More ſtill had he ſwore ; but the queen of the May, 
Young Jenny the wanton,. by chance paſs'd that way, 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade : ; 
With ſorrow, young lovers, I tell the ſad tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepberd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry vow he had made. 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 
In the form of Alexis young Cupid drew nigh ; 
Of ſhepherds the envy and pride : 
Ah! blame not the maid, if, o'ercome by his truth, 
Her hand and her heart ſhe beſtow'd on the youth; 
And the next morn beheld her his bride. | 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example, ye fair, 
That a pleafing revenge ſhould take place of deſpair. 
> » Give ſorrow and care to the wind: 4% 
| If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true; 
If falſe, ſeek redreſs from a lover that's new ; 
And pay each inconſtant in kind: | 


- . » 


TY 
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AS down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, 
: One evening in May, 
The little birds in blytheſt notes 
Made vocal ev'ry ſpray: __ 
They ſung their little tales of love, 
They ſung them o'er and o'er. | | 
Ah 8 ma Colleenouge, ma Molly Aſhtore 


I be daiſy pied, and all the ſweets 
1 | The. dawn of nature yields; 

f | The primroſe pale, the vi'let blue, 
Lay ſcatt'red o'er the fields: 


Such 
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Such fragrance in the boſom lies 
Of her whom Fadore. 
Ah Gramachree, &c, 


I laid me down upon a bank, 
Bewailing my ſad fate, 
That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love 
And cruel Molly's hate : 
| How can ſhe break the honeſt heart 


J That wears her in its core? 
Ah Gramachree, &c.- 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear; 
Ah! why did I believe? 
Vet who could think ſuch tender words 
Were meant but to deceive ? 
That love was all I aſk'd on earth; 
Nay, heav'o could give no more. 
, Ah Gramachree, &c. 


Oh had I all the flocks that graze 
On yonder yellow hill, 

Or low'd for me the num*rous herds 
That yon green paſture fill; 

With her I love I'd gladly ſhare 
My kine and fleecy ſtore. 


Ah Gramachree, '& . 


Two turtle-doves above my head 
| Sat courting on a bough ; 
I envied not t their happineſs, 
To ſee them bill and coo ; 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd ; 
But now, alas! tis o'er. 


Ah Gramachree, &o. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, 
Thy loſs I &er ſhall mourn ; 

re! Whilſt life remains in Strephon's heart, 

Twill beat for thee alone: 
Tho' thou art falſe, may heav'n on thee 

Its choiceſt bleſſings pour ! 
| Ah Gramachree, . &c. _ 
q D 2 "TW AS 
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1 in that ſeaſon of the year 

When all things gay and ſweet appear, 
That Colin, with the 'morning-ray, 

Aroſe and ſung his rural lay: 

Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and Dales with Nanny rung; 
While Roſlin caſtle heard the ſwain, 

And echo'd back the cheerful ftrain.. 


Awake, ſweet muſe ! the breathing ſpring 
With raptüre warms, awake and ſing; 

Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

- And hail the morning with a ſong : 
To Nanny raiſe the cheerful lay ; 
O bid her haſte and come away 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn. _ 


O hark, my love! on ev'ry ſpray | 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay : 

Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 

And love inſpires the melting ſong : 

Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe ; | 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 

And love my riſing bolom warms, . 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. | 


O come, my love! thy Colin's lay \ 
With rapture calls, O come away! ' © 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 

Around that modeſt brow of thine : 

O hither haſte! and with thee bring 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring ; 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 


* 4 _ . 
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er ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes were blowing, 
And ſweetly the nightingale ſung froth the tree; 

At the foot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 
I ſat myſelf down on the banks of the Dee. 


Flow 


(a) 
Flow on, lovely Dee! flow on, thou ſweet river ! 
Thy banks pureſt ſtreams ſhall be dear to me ever; 


For there I firſt gain'd the affection and favour 
Of Jamie, the glory and pride of the Dee. 


But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning, 
To quell the proud rebels; for valiant is he: 

And, ah! there's no hope of his ſpeedy returning, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 

He's gone, was — youth! o'er the rude roaring billows,, 

The kindeſt and ſweeteſt of all the gay fellows; 

And left me to ſtray mongſt the once loved willows, 
The lonelieſt maid on the banks of the Dee.. 


But time and my pray'rs may perhaps yet reſtore him; 
Bleſt peace may reſtore my dear ſhepherd to me: 
And when he returns, with ſuch care Ill watch o'er him, 
He never ſhall leave the ſweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then. ſhall flow, all its beauties diſplaying ;. 
The lambs on its banks ſhall again be ſeen playing; 
While I with my. Jamie am careleſsly ftraying, 
And taſting again all the ſweets of the Dee. 


[ 


Were the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees 
With-my fair-one as blooming as May, I 

Uadiſturb'd by all ſound but the fighs of the breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. | 


When the ſun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclines,, 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 

And ſee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines 

On the face of ſome river or lake. | * 


Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs,, 
(For *tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme), 

Our ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 

While the fiſh are at play in the ftream.- 


May the herds ceaſe to lowe, and the lambkins to bleat,, 
When ſhe ſings me ſome amorous ſtrain; I 
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All be fileat and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again. 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 

Fand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, ? 

Let the moon's filver beams — the leaves gives us light, 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. 

Let the nightinggle warble its notes in our walk, 

As thus gently. and ſlowly we move; | 

And let no fingle thought be expreſe'd in our talk, 

But of friendſhip improv'd into love. 

Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 

And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 


Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with new — 


—— 
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HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt; 
When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 

And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the froſt : 


Wulle the peaſant, inactive, fiands ſhiv'riog with cold, 


As bleak the'winds northerly blows 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their fold, 


With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow : 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ftraw, 
And they fend forth their breath like a ſteam ;. 
And the neat- looking dairy-maid fees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of iee that ſhe finds in the cream: 
When the ſweet country-maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 

As ſhe careleſsly trips often ſlides ; 
And the ruſties laug ſoud, if by falling ſhe ſhows. 
All the charms that her modeſty hides :: 


When the lads and the lafſes for company. join'd, 

Ia crowd round the embers are met; 5 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
Aud of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat: 


— 
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When the birds to the barn'come hov'riog for food, 
Or they ſilently fit on the ſpray ; 


And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray : 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, | 
While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire ! | 
When, in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurpriſe, 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure ; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


" 


tt. * „ — 
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0 my good ſhepherds, our flocks we muſt ſhear ; 
In your holiday-ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt folks are the guileleſs and free; 

And who are ſo guileleſs, io happy as we? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught ; 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think in our hearts, you may read in our eyes; 
For, knowing no falſchood, we need no diſguiſe, 


„ The giant, Ambition, we never can 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head: 
Content and ſweet cheerfulneſs open our door ; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſs*d' us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed;. are the paſſions we feel: 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 


| WHEN once I with Phillida ſtray' d, 
"gl Where rivers run murmuring by, 
heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made: 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I? 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 


For my wealth by ber kiſſes I told; 
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I thought myſelf richer by far 
Than he that had mountains of gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain; 
The kilſes I once thought my own 
Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain :. 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
That her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a midſummer - dream, 
As fickle as midſummer-dew, 


© Phillis !: ſo fickle and fair, | 
Why did you my love then.approve ? 

Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair 

I ſoon had forgotten to love : 

Tou ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 
You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 

F could not ſuſpe& the deceit, | 
But gave my looſe ſails to the wind. 


When tempeſts the ocean deform, 
Aud billows ſo mountainous roar, 
* The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 
Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore; : 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, Sr 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, | 
His art he too credulous tries, 


And failing is ſhipyreck'd like me. 


A8 ober the mountain's graffy fide 
Brave Fingal chac'd the flying deer, 
One at the tomb.of Ryno dy'd ; | 
The hero paus'd, and wip'd a tear. 


He lean'd upon the moſs-grown ſtone: 
% Once Bremoſt in the chace,” he ſaid ; 

4 Thy ſports are ended now, my ſon! 
« At reſt, in the dark. houſe thou'rt laid. 


« Now, when th* enliv*ning ſhell goes round. 
: « Among the brave in Cromla's hall, 
« My 
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« My boy ſhall there no more be found, 
„ Nor anſwer his old father's call! 


« Thy conqueſts all, alas! are o'er; 

% No more thou'lt face the haughty foe ; 
« Nor, when he flies, purſue him more: 
The ſtrong - limb'd warrior is laid low. 


« Thy ſtone, ſoon hid amongſt the graſs, 

« (Ev'n as the graſs remembrance dies), 
« The feeble careleſs o'er ſhall paſs, 
Nor know that there the mighty lies!“ 


The hero ſpoke —and, with a ſigh, 
Retiring, mourn'd the hapleſs brave; 
Who like the mean inglorious lie, 

No more mo Hs ia the grave. 


> _ 


HE noontide-ſun the fields had gilded o'er, | 

And drain'd the dew-drops with his fervid beams 
To crop the herbage cattle had forbore, | 3 
And ſought refreſhment from the ſhaded treams ; 


The glowing void around was all ſerene, 
And blence exercis'd a loneſome ſway, 

Save where the whiſp'ring graſshoppers, unſcen, 
Enjoy'd with ecſtaſy the golden day : 


When to a fragrant myrtle-grove withdrew 
The fond Palemon—hapleſs ſhepherd-ſwain ! 
His languid limbs upon the ground he. threw, 
And in theſe artleſs lays expreſt his pain: 0 


Muſt 1, devoid of hope, for ever pine 
The deſtined prey of unrelenting love ? 

O Amaryllis! can a breaft like thine 

So kind and gentle—yet ſo cruel prove? 


What tho' my coffers hide no precious ore, 
Nor gilded canopies o'erhang my head? 
With Amaryllis I requeſt no more; 
Yon cot my palace, and my court—this _ 
* ut 
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But ſee, my love, to heighten our delight, | 
The fcented ſhrubs 2 flow'rets fair diſplay; 
The jeſfamine, in ſparkling beauty bright, 
Pour forth freſh fragrance on the ſmiling dx. 


The myrtle alſo and the laurel, join'd 
With ev'ry ſhining flow'r that decks the groves 
In curious wreathings artfully entwin'd, 
Shall form a charming garland for my love. 


And when the ruddy ſun deſcends the ſkies, 
\ To yield his empire to the ſtarry train; 
| When evaing's gale in ſofteſt murmur ſighs, 
And drops of dew impearl the ſhadowy plain: 


Then hand in hand we'll hie us to the ſhade, 
Together on the verdant bank recline ; 
While chaſte deſires our ardent ſouls pervade ; 
And thou doſt gaze—and figh, and call me thine. ' 


1 Where roams my fancy ?—Tis a dream, fond ſwain! 
For Amaryllis ſcorns thy rural tore : 

She bids thee languiſh in unpitied pain, \ 
And never taſte the ſweets of comfort more. 
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OW wretched the maiden who loves 
A ſhepherd unworthy her care! 
From fair-one to fair-one who roves, © 
And whoſe promiſe is lighter than air! 


Such the ſorrows which poor Phillis knew, 
Who Colin too raſhly behev'd; 


His aim was to triumph.o'er you, 


Ab! Phillis, unkindly deceiv'd!—— 
Beneath the dark cypreſs ſhe lay, I; 


And figh'd her complaint to the wind, 
&« That her Colin had wander'd away, 
« And left her deſpairing behind.” 


All cold, and ſtretch'd out- in the ſhade 
By the virgins pale Phillis was found; - 
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And a ſcroll on her boſom was laid, 
Declaring, that love gave the wound. 


The ſhepherds {till ſpeak of her truth 
As they point out her grave with a figh, 
And upbraid thy inconſtancy, youth! 
Who could ſuffer ſuch beauty to die. 


| W HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, | | 
- Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 

And muſic fills the groves. ' 


But my lov'd ſong is then the broom _ 
So fair on Cowden-knows; 22 

For ſure, ſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound. 


Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowden- knows; | 
For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom; 

Elſewhere there never grows. 


Not Tiviot braes, ſo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare; 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 

Nor the buſh aboon Traquair. 


More 1 far are Cowden · knows, | 
My peaceful happy home, 
ere I was wont to milk my ewes, 


At e'en among the broom. 
To 
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Ye pow'rs, that haunt the woods and plains 
| Where Tweed and Teviot lows, ö 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 

And wy low'd Cowden-knows. 


— 
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ME fields were green, the hills were gay, 
And birds were finging on each C 
When, Colin met me in the Ni 
And told me tender tales of fore! 
Was ever ſwain ſo blithe as he, 
So kind, ſo faithful, and fo free? 
In ſpite of all wy friends could ſay, 
Young Colin ftole my heart away ! 


Whene'er he trips the mead along, | 
He ſweetly joins the woodlark's fong; | 
And when he dances on the green, 

There's none ſo blithe as Colin ſeen: | 
If he's but by, I nothing fear, \ 
For I alone am all his care: mo 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 

He's ſtole my tender heart away! 


My mother chides whene'er I roam, 
And ſeems ſurpris'd I quit my home; 
But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 
Did ſhe but feel how much I love; 
Full well I know the gen'rous ſwain 
Will never give my boſom pain: 
Then, ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſt le my tender heart away. 


*Þ&:. 1 


T2 Celia thus fond Damon ſaid, 
1 Here's a moſſy carpet laid; 
And then her hand he preſt: 
Free from the world's intruding eye, 
Here lurks, my dear, no buſy ſpy : 
He look'd, and figh'd the reſt 
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| She ſtarted with a feign'd ſurpriſe, 
While pleaſure ſparkVd in her eyes; 
Sure Damon does not meal — | 
The ſhepherd ſtopp'd her with a kiſs, _ 
And claſp'd her panting breaſt to his 
My dear, we are not ſeen. 0 


Then by a thouſand kiſſes more, 
A thouſand tender oaths he ſwore, 

His love ſhou'd never end. 
She call'd on all the pow'rs above, 
None heard her but the god of love; * 
- And he was Damon's friend. 


And is there then no help, ſhe ſaid, 

By Damon thus to be betray'd ? 
Then hung her head, and bluſh'd. 

O Damon! will you yet be good? 

The ſhepherd ſmil'd, and ſaid he would: 
She fab'd, and all was huſh'd. 


AM a poor ſhepherd undone, 
And cannot be cured by art ; 
or a nymph, as bright as the ſun, 
Has ſtole away my heart ; | 
And how to get it again — 
There's none but ſhe can tell, 
To cure me of my pain, 
By ſaying ſhe how me well. | 
And alas, poor ſhepherd! and alack, and a well-a-day! 
Before 1 was in love, oh! every month was May. 


She aſk'd me of my eſtate : | 

T told her a flock of ſheep; 
The graſs whereon they graze, 

Where ſhe and I might ſleep; | | 
Beſides a good ten pound, 155 3 

In old king Harry's groats, : 
With hooks and crooks abound, 

And birds of ſundry notes. 

d alas, &c. . 
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If to love ſhe ſhould not incline, 
I told her I'd die in an hour. 
To die, ſays ſhe, *tis-in-thine; = 
But to love, tis not in . . 1 
I aſk'd her the reaſon — . | 
She could not of me approve; 
She ſaid twas a taſk too hard | 
To pive any reaſon for loye. | 
And alas, poor ſhepherd ! and alack, and a-well-a-day! 
Before T1 was in love, o ! every month, was May. 
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m Polwart on 1 green, 3 

If you'll meet me the mora, 
Where laſſes do:conyeen 

'To dance about the thorn ;. 

A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 

Frae her wha likes to view 

A lover and a lad complete, 
I be lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay na, 
As lang as cer they pleaſe, 
| Seem caulder than the ſna', 
While inwardly they bleeze ; 
But I will fraukly ſhaw, my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs nae to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen | 
We'll — the heartſome day. . 
Ar night, if beds be Oer thrang laid, 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 


Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear lad, | 
To take a part of mine. 
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B ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride; 

Buſk ye, buſſt ye, my winſoni marrow z; 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, or a 9 me i | | 

Buſk, and go to the braes of Yarrow: . * 
There will we ſport, and. gather de w, 2 
Dancing while layrocks ſing i“ the morning; 
There learn frae turtles to prove true; 
O Bell! ne'er vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes Flora yields . 
And while the-beams'are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears. o'er all the fields, 
And natute looks mair freſh and charming. 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho? on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtilie they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 
Haſte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee 3 
With free conſent my fears repel, | 
I'll with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſweetly to my fair, 
Who rais'd my hopes with kind relenting. 
O queen of ſmiles ! I aſk nae mair, 
Since now my bonny Bell's conſenting. 
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66 Park braes were bonny, Yarrow ſtream ! 
« When firſt on them I met my lover; 
Thy braes how dreary, Yarrow ſtream ! 
„When now thy waves his body cover! 
% For ever now, O Yarrow ſtream ! 
„Thou art to me a ſtream of ſorrow ; 
« For never on thy banks ſhall T 
“ Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow. 


6 2 me a milk · white ſteed, 
„To bear me to his father's bowers; 
“He promis'd me a little page, 
o 'ſquire me to his father's towers; 
| . 5 on He: 
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40 He wy me a weddic ring. 
ng - day was fi d to-morrow ;— 
ce Now eqs is w ded to his grave. * 
Alas, bis watery grave, in Yarrow! | 


« Sweet were his words when laſt we met; 
My paſſion I as freely told him: 
« Claſp 5 . in his arms, I little thought 
6 That I ſhould, never more behold him! 
« Scarce was he gone, I ſaw his ghoſtz-- 
It vaniſh'd with a ſhriek of ſorrow; 514 
« Thrice did the water-wraith aſcend, Te 
« And gave a doleful groan through Yarrow. 


% His mother from the window look' d, 
« With all the longing of a mother; 
« His little ſiſter weeping walk'd 
„The green-wood path to meet her brother; 
« They fought him caſt, they ſought him weft 
«© They — him all the foreſt thorough ; + 
„They only ſaw the cloud of night, 
« They only heatd the roar o et RY 


% No longer from thy window look, 
« Thou haſt no ſon, thou tender ab 
« No longer walk, thou loyely maid ! vo 
« Alas, thou baſt no more a brother 
« No longer ſeek him eaſt or weſt, .. 
« And ſearch no more the foreſt thorough ; 
* For, wandering in the night ſo dark, 
« He fell a lifeleſs corſe in Yarrow. 


« The tear ſhall never leave my check, 
% No other youth ſhall be my marrow ; 
&« I' ſeek thy body in the ſtream, 1 
« And then with thee I'll ſleep in Yarrow,” 
The tear did never leave her cheek, | 
No other youth became her marrow ; 
She found his body in the ſtream, 
And now with him ſhe ſleeps in Yarrow. 
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PHE toy is depart departed, and round from the cloud | 
The moon in her beauty appears; | 
The voice of the nightingale warbles aloud 
The muſic of lave in our ears: 
Maria, appear ! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet | 
With the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſv tender for lovers to meet 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


I cannot when preſent unfold what I feel, 
I figh Can a lover do more? 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Vet I think of her all the day o'er. | 
Maria, my love! Do vou long for the grove ? 
Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon? —- 
Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 
Alone by the light of the moon ? 


Your name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear, 
My boſom is all in a glow ; 

Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine ear, 
My heart thrills — my eyes overflow. 

Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover his boon ? | 
Shall heart, ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 

Alone by the Night of the moon? 


1 | 


O Waly waly up the dads. | 
And ans waly down the brae, 
And waly Ar» yon burn fide, 
Where my love and I were wont to gae.. 
J lean'd my back untd an.aik, 
I thought it was a truſty tree, IAA 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brak, 
Sac my true love did lightly me. 


O waly, waly gin love be bonny, 
A little while whan it is new 
But whan 'tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades away like the morning dew-- 
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O whetefore ſhou'd I buſſe my besd? 

O wherefore thou'd I kum my . = 
For my true love has me forſook, 

And ſays he'll never Joe me air. 


Now Arthur-ſcat ſhall be m my bed, a 
The ſheets ſhall ne'er be fyf'd by me, 
St Anton's well ſhall be my driak, 

Since my true love has Bes me. 
Martinmas wind, when wilt chou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves off the tive? 

O gentle death, when wilt thou come ? 
For of wy life q am wearie. | 
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IT morn was fair, ſoft was the air, 

All nature's ſweets were ſpringing; 
The buds did bow with filver dew, | 

Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: . 
When on the bent, with blyth content, ks 16.5 

Young Jamie ſang his marrow | 
Nae bonnier laſs e er trod the graſs 

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


How ſweet her face, where ev ry grace 
In heav'nly beauty's planted ; 
+ Her ſmiling een, and comely mein, 
That nae perfection wanted! 
I'll never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow : 
If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
Mx mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


Yet tho? ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm enchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and ſoon will Kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. 

O bonny laſs ! have but the grace 
To think ere ye gae further, 

Your joys maun flit, if you commit 
The crying fin of murder. 
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My wand'ring ghaiſt will acer get reſt t. 
And night and day affright 1 TEES 17 
But if ye're kind, wich joyfuꝰ mind. 
Pll tudy to delight ys 
Our years around with love thus crown'd, _ 
From all things joy ſhall borrow: _ 2 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we, 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


O ſweeteſt Sue !. tis only ou 
Can make liſe worth my wiſhes, 11 
If equal love your mind can move dn 
- To grant this beſt of bliſſes. II 
Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 

Would blaſt me in the bloſſom: 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 

I'll flouriſh in thy boſom. 


. . . 
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T7 HAT ſhepherd, of nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud as I rove, 
Since Phcebe no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ftray, 
What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains ? 
Her hands they were wont to obey, 
She ruPd both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray d 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ? 
There, ſweet, by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond tories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft wou'd I ſpy out a harm . 

Which before had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips how they grew ! 5 
ow 
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How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures' and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had 2 'd, and who den- 


No changes of place or of time, 
I felt when my fair-one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, | 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair and the envy of art: 
There all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt ; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the v virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


a— 


HE LON of earth is all cover'd with leaves, 
And the honours of autumn decay; 
Brown Ceres no longer exhibits her ſheaves 
To the filver-ey'd monarch of day. 
With the murd'ring gun hills and valleys reſound,. - 
And the ſwains thro' the coppices rove ; 
The patridges: bleed on the arable ground, 
And the pheaſants lie dead in the grove.. 


To others ſuch barbarous ſport I reſign, 
And repoſe in my FlorimePs arms. 75 
My fair one, O come, let me call thee but mine, 
And I'll worſhip the fun of thy charms; 


O come, while the coats of the hedges look 89 


Ere the ſwallows relinquiſh the mead z 
Ere wiater approaches with horrible mien, 

When the flower gives place to the weed. 
VOTE en eng neg „„ 


I 
0 r, while youth mantles high in our veins, 
t us live in the union of love; 15 A 
For tis love, gentle love, that aſſuages our pains, - 
And allies us to angels above. © , 
When age has impos d his cold hand on our brow, , 
Even then ſhall our conflancy laſt, t 
nd if we can't reliſh the feats we act now, 


We'll reflect on the pleaſure that's palt. 


i 
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7 Hen the ſheep are in the fauld, and the ky at hame, 
And a' the weary warld to reſt are gane, 

he waes of my heart fo in ſhow'rs frac my ee, 

hile my gudeman lies ſound by me. +» 


oung Jamie loꝰ ed me weel, and he ſought me for his bride; 
But ſaving a crown he had naethin Yefide : a 
o make the crown a pound, my Jamie gae'd to ſea; 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 


He had na been away a twelmonth and a day, 
Whan my father brak hia arm, and our cow was ſtoun away; 
My motber ſhe fell ſick, and my Jamie at the ſea, 

ben auld Robin Gray came a · courting me. 


My beart it ſaid, Na; and I look*d for Jamie back: 

But the wind it blew: hard, and the ſhip it was a wrack ; 
he ſhip it was a wrack»—why did na Jenny dee? 

O why was ſhe ſpar'd to cry, Wae's me? 


My father cou'd na work, and my mother dougbt na ſpin, 
Ltoil'd day and night, but their bread I coud na win; 
Luld Rob maintain'd them baith, and, wi tears in his ce, 
daid, ' Jenny, for their ſakes, O marry me! 

My father argu'd fait ; and my mother did na ſpeak, 
But ſhe looked in my face till my heart was like to break 


ac I pac him my hand, but my heart was i' the ſea; 
ind auld Robin Gray was gudeman to me. 


Thad na been a wife à week but only four, CNET 
hen litting ſae mourafully ac night at the door, 2 


( 38 ) 
I ſaw hey: Jamie's wraith, for I cou'd na think it he, 
Till he r laid, I'm come hame, love, Ny thee. 


O ſair did we greet, and little did we Ty; ; Bet 
We took but de kiſs, and we tore;ourſelves ; . 

J wiſh that IL were dead; but I'm no like to 4. 
How lang ſhall I-live to cry, O'waes' me.? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and I dow na think 8 
I dare na think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a * ; 


But Dll &'en do my beſt à gude wife-to-be, 
For auld r 9 is ay kind to me. 


_ g's % : 
= 7 Vs 3'F" «7 4 
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WAS on the morn of ſweet May-day, 
When gature painted all things gay, 
Taught birds za Bug and lambs to play, 
And nt the nieadows fair . 
Voung Jockey, early i in the morn, - a 
. Aroſe, and tript it o'er the lawn ; 
His Sunday's colt he had put on, | 
For Jenny /had/vow'd:awny to run 1 
. With: Jockey to manner Jenty, _ 


The cheerful pariſh- bells bad rung, 10 
Wieh enger Reps-be trudgd along, 
With-flow'ry-garkuids:roumnd him hung 
Which b ſhepherds is d to-weer:s © 
He tapt the window, «Haſte, my (dear; | 
Jen impatient, cry'd © Who's, there?“ 
« "Pos s 1, my love, and no one ner; 


10 Seh Fab down, Gel no . to fear . 


b Jockey ; at fait.“ Kunst Step gent 6 
Jad and mammy 's faſt ts; i 
« My brother? 8 up and with the 5 Ee 


40 And will you fill your promiſe keep 
1 Which, 1 ha ve heard you ſwear? 
« And will you ever conftant prove? 


« J will, by al che pow'rs above, Nur 8 b. 420 15 


« Aud weer deceive wy „ 9 wy 


When love 
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6 Diſpel theſe doubts, and haſte, my love, | 70 
« With Jockey to the fair,” Died, — 


7 A the ring,” the ſhepherd ery'd Mans! 
Will Jenny be my charming veel {701 
6 * Cupid be our happy guide, 

« And H meet us th 

Then Jockey did his vows renew, . 
He wou'd be conſtant and be true: 
His word was pledg*d ; away ſhe few . 
O'er cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, * © 

Wich Jockey to the fair. O'er coflips, &c. 


In raptures meet the joyful train, 

Their gay companions, blythe and young: 
Each joins the dance, each joins the throng, 
To hail the happy pair. * 

And now there's none Jo fond as they 3 
They bleſs the kind propitious day, : 

The _— morn of blooming May, 


y Jenny run away 
With 88280 to the fair. ——When lovely, &C 


3 


gun came gon the: hills of the bg 
A ſmile of contentment ſhe wore ; 

Her heart was a garden of reſt; | 
But, ah ! the Pee et ſeaſon is o'er. 


How oft by the fireams in the wood, 
Delighted, ſhe'd ramble and rove!' 
And while ſhe ſtood marking the flood, 

Would tune up a ſtanza of love. 


Her dreſs was a 
Set off with a er of white 1 

And all the day might be ſeen 
Like a bird that is always in plight. 


In rural diverſion and play 
The ſummers glid Nennt as: * 


ment of | * 


1 And 
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And her winters paſe'd briſkly away, 2 
Cheer'd up with à tale or à ſong. wir. 


At length a detroer came by, * 

A youth of more perſon than parts, 

Well kill d in the arts of Port 04 
The conqueſt and havock of hearts. 


He led her by fountains and ſtreams, 
He woo'd her with ſonnets and books; 
He told her his tales and his dreams, - 
And mark'd their effect in her looks. 


He taught her by midnight to roam 
Where ſpirits and ſpectres affright; 
For paſſions increaſe with the gloom, 
And caution expires with the light. 


At length, like a roſe from the ſpray, | 
Like a lily juſt pluckt from the ſtem, 

She droop'd, and ſhe faded away, | 
Thrown by and negleRed like them. 


_ _— — 


T chanc'd of late a ſhepherd-ſwain, 
| That went to ſeek his ſtraying ſheep, | 
Within a thicket on a plain N 
 Eſpied a dainty nymph aſleep. 
Her golden hair o'erſpread her face; 
Her careleſs arms abroad were caſt ; 
Her quiver bad ber pillow's place; 
Her breaſt lay bare to every blaft. 
The ſhepherd ſtood and gaz'd his fill; | 
Nought durſt he do, nought durſt he ſay; 


Whilſt chance, or elſe perhaps his will, 
Did guide the god of love that way. 
The crafty boy thus ſees her ſleep, 

Whom if ſhe wak'd he durſt not ſee; | 


Behind her cloſely ſecks to creep, 
Before her nap ſhould . 


There 
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There come, he ſteals her ſhafts away, 

And puts his own into their place; 
Nor dares he any longer ſtay, * 
But, ere ſhe wakes, hies thence apace. - 


Scarce was he.gone but ſhe awakes, 
And ſpies the ſhepherd ſtanding by: 

Her bended bow in haſte ſhe takes, 

And at the fimple ſwain lets fly. 


Forth flew the ſhaft, and pierc'd his heart, 
That to the ground he fell with pain; 

Yet up again forthwith he ſtart, 

And to the nymph he ran amain. 


Amazed to ſee fo ſtrange a ſight, 

She ſhot, and ſhot, but all in vain; 
The more his wounds, the more his might, 
Love yielded ſtrength amidf his pain. 


Her angry eyes were great with tears, 

She blames her hand, ſhe blames her ſkill ; 
The bluntneſs of her ſhafts ſhe fears, 
And try them on herſelf ſhe will. 


Take heed, ſweet nymph, try not thy ſhaft, 
Each little touch will pierce thy heart: 

Alas! thou know'ſt not Cupid's craft; 
Revenge is joy 3 the end is ſmart, 


Yet try ſhe will, and pierce ſome bare; 
Her hands were glov'd; but next to hand 

Was that fair-breaſt, that breaſt ſo rare, 
That made the ſhepherd ſenſeleſs ſtand. 


That breaſt ſhe pierc'd ; and through that breaſt 
Love found an entry to her heart ; 

At feeling of-this new-come gueſt, 

Lord! how this gentle nymph did tart ! 


She runs not now; ſhe ſhoots no more; 

Away ſhe throws both ſhaft and bow : 

She ſeeks for what · ſne ſhun'd before; 

She thinks the ſhepberd's haſte too flow. 
F Though 
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Though mountains meet dot, lovers may: 
What other lovers da, did they. 
The god of love ſat on a tree, 


And laugh'd that pleaſant Gght to ſee. 


—_ „ — — 


1 north-eaſt wind did briſkly blow, | q | 
The ſhip was ſafely. moor'd, | 


Young Bryan thought the boat's-crew ſlow, | 
And ſo leapt overboard. © © Lis 


Pereene, the pride of Indian dames, 
His heart long held in thrall ; 
And whoſo his impatience blames, 

I wot, ne'er lovd at all. 


| A long long year, one month and day, 
| He dwelt on Engliſh land, 
Nor once in thought or deed would ſtray, 
Though ladies ſought bis hand. 


For Bryan he was tall and ſtrong, 
Rigbt blythſome roll'd his een; | 
. Sweet was his voice whene'er he ſung; _ 
| He ſcant had twenty ſeen. 4g 


But who the countleſs charms can draw, 
That prac'd big miſtreſs true: n 
Such charms the old world ſeldom ſaw, 
Nor oft I ween the new. 


Her raven hair plays round her neck 
Like tendrils of the vine; | 
Her cheeks red dewy roſe-buds deck; 
Her eyes like diamonds ſhine, 


Soon as his well-known ſhip. ſhe ſpied, 
She caſt her weeds away ; 
And to the palmy ſhore ſhe hied 
All in her beſt array. 


la ſea-green filk ſo neatly clad, 
She there impatient ſtood : 


| 


— — — — —ͤũb———— — —Z — -- — — — — 


( 63 ) 


The crew with wonder ſaw the lad 
Repel the foaming flood. 


Her hands a handkerchief diſplay'd, 
Which he at parting gave . 

Well pleas'd, the token he ſurvey'd, 

And manlier beat the wave. S} 


Her fair companions one and all, 
Rejoicing, crowd the ſtrand ; 
For now her lover ſwam in call; 
Aud almoſt touch'd the land. 


Then through the white ſurf did ſhe hafte 

To claſp her lovely ſwain ; | 
When, ah! a ſhark bit through his waſte ; 
His heart's blood dy'd the main. 


He ſhriek'd ! his half ſprang from the wave, 
Streaming with — gore; 

And ſoon it found a living grave, 

And, ah! was ſeen no more. 


Now haſte, now haſte, ye maids, I pray, 
Fetch water from the ſpring: | 

She falls, ſhe ſwoons, Me dies away, 
And ſoon her knell they ring. 


Now each May- morning round her tomb, 
Ye fair, freſh flow'rets ſtrew; 

So may your lovers *ſcape his doom, 

Her hapleſs fate *ſcape you. 2 


— — ( "23.08 | 8 PS Wat 


(250k herdſman, tell to me, 

Of courteſy, I thee pray, 
Unto the town of Walſfingham . 
Which is the right and ready way ? 


* Unto the town of Walſingham 

< The way is hard for to be gone; 

* And very crooked are thoſe paths 

For you to find out all alone.“ 

F 2 Were 


IE. 
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Were the miles doubled thrice, 
And the way never ſo ill, 


It were not enough for mine offence, 
It is ſo grievous and fo ill. 


« Thy years are young, thy face is fair, 
Thy wits are weak, thy thoughts are green; 
« Time hath not given thee leave as yet 
«« For to commit ſo great a fin.” 


Ves, herdſman, yes ; ſo wou'd(t thou ſay, 
If thou kneweſt fo much as I: | 
My wits, and thoughts, and all the reſt, 
Have well deſerved for to die. 


I am not what I ſeem to be; 
My cloaths and ſex. do differ far: 
I uam a woman, wo is me! 
Born to grief and irkſome care. 
For my beloved, and well-beloved, 
My wayward cruelty could kill; 
And tho? my tears will nought avail, 
Moft dearly I bewail him fill. 


He was the flower of noble wights, 
None ever more ſincere could be; 
Of comely mien and ſhape he was, 
And tenderly he loved me. 


When thus I ſaw he loved me well, 

I grew ſo proud his pain to ſee, 

That I, who did not know mylelfe, 
Thought ſcorn of ſuch a youth as he; 


| And grew ſo coy and nice to pleaſe, 
As womens looks are often ſo, | 

He might not kiſe nor hand, forſooth, 
Unleſs I willed him ſo to do. 


- "Thus being wearied with delays 
7 To ſee I pitied not his grief, 
He got him to a ſecret place, 
And there he died without relief. 


7 


And 
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And for his ſake theſe weeds' I wear, 
And ſacrifice my tender age; 

And every day I'lt beg my bread, 
To undergo this pilgrimage. | 


Thus every day I faſt and pray 
And ever will do * 1 ; F 

And get me to ſome nes | 
For ſo did he, and fo will I. 

Now, gentle herdſman, aſk no more, 
| Bes Leg my ſecrets, I thee pray; 
Unto the town of Walſingham | 

Show me the right and ready way. 


Now go thy ways, and God before; 
« For he muſt ever guide thee ſtill: 

« Turn down that dale the right-hand 1 — 5 
& And fo, fair pilgrim, fare thee well!“ 


— 


O ſilent where weeping yew 
With fadly mournful cypreſs join'd, 
Poor Damon from the plain withdrew, 
To eaſe with plaints his love-fick mind ;. 
Pale willow into myſtic wreaths he wove, 
And thus lamented his forſaken love. 


How often Celia, faithleſs maid ! 
With arms entwined did we walk 
Bencath the cloſe unpierced ſhade, 
Beguiling time with am'rous talk!“ 
But that, alas! is paſt; and J muſt prove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 


But think not, Celia, I will bear 

With dull ſubmiſſion all the ſmart: 
No; I'll at once drive out deſpair, 

And thy lov'd image from my heart. 
All arts, all charms, 1'I} practiſe to remove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 


75 Bacchus 
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Bacchus, with greeneſt ivy crown'd,. 
Hither repair with all thy train; 
And chace the jovial goblet round 

For Celia triumphs in my pain. 
With gen'rous wine aſſiſt me to remove 
The pangs attending bn forſaken love. 


Cou'd reaſon be ſo drown'd in wine 
As never to revive agan z 
How happy were this heart of mine, 
Reliev'd at once from all its pain? 
But reaſon ſtill with love returns, to prove 
The torments laſting of forſaken love. 


Bring me the nymph, whoſe gen'rous ſoul. 
Kindles at the circling bowl'; Mbit 
Whoſe ſparkling eye with wanton fire 
Shoots through my bluod-a. fierce defite ;. 
For ev'ry art I'll practiſe to remove wy 
The pangs attending an forſaken love. 


And what is all this tranſient flame? 
"Tis but a blaze, and ſeen no more: 
A blaze that lighis us to our ſhame, 
And robs us of a gay fourſcore: 
Reaſon again with lobe returns, to prore 
The torment laſting of forſaken love. 


Hark.! how the jolly huntſman's cries, 

In concert with the -op*niug hounds, 
Rend the wide concave of the fkies, 
And tire dull Echo with their ſounds.  . 

Thou, Phœbe, goddeſs.of the chace ! remove 
1 The pangs attending on forſaken love. 


Ah me! the ſprightly bounding doe, 
The chace, and every thing I view. 
Still to my mind recal my wo: 
So Celia flies, ſo I purſue. 
So rooted here; no arts can e' er remove 


The pavgs attending on forſaken loc. 


— 
— 


* 
* 


Tubes 


* 


_ * 
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Then back, poor Damon, to thy grove :- 
Since nought avails to eaſe thy pain, 
Let conſtancy thy flame improve, 
And patience'anſwer her diſdain; 
So gratitude may Celia's bofom move, 
To pity and reward thy conſtant love. 


y” : — „ * 


— — 


THE ring ſun through all the, grove 
1 Diffus'd a gladſome ray: 
My Lucy ſmil'd, and talk'd of love, 
And ev'ry thing look'd gay. 
But oh! the ſatal hour was come 
That forc'd. me from my dear; 
My Lucy then through grief was dumb, 
Or ſpoke but by a tear. 70 


Now far from her and. bliſs I roam, 
All nature wears a change: 7 

The azure ſky ſeems wrapt in gloom,. 
And every place looks Rtrange. 


Thoſe flow'ry fields, this verdant ſcene,. 
Von larks. that tow'riog fing. 

With ſad contraſt increate my ſpleen: 
And make me loath the ſpriog. 


My books that. wont te ſoothe my mind 
No longer now can pleaſe: - 
There oo thoſe amuſement find 
That have a mind-at eaſe.. 


Nay, life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 
From Lucy whilft-I tray :- 

Sick of the world, I-muſe alone, 
And ſigh the live- long day. 


—— 


. 


— — — — 
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HC eaſy was Colin, how blithe and how gay! 
Ere he met the fair Chloris, how ſprightly his ly! 
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So graceful her form; ſo accompliſh*d her mad. 
Sure pity, he thought, with ſuch charms muſt be join'd, 


Whenever ſhe danc'd, or whenever he ſung, 

How juſt was her motion, how ſweet was Fee tongue! 
And when the youth told her his paſſionate flame, 
She allow'd him to fancy her heart felt the ſame. 
With ardour he preſs'd her to think him fincere ; 
But, alas! ſhe redoubled each hope and each fear: | 
She wou'd not deny, nor ſhe wou'd not approve ;. 
And ſhe neither refus'd him, nor gave him her love. 


Now cheer'd by complacence, now froze by diſdain, 
He languiſh'd for freedom, but languiſh'd in vain ; 
"Till Thyrſis, who pity'd fo helpleſs a ſlave, 
Eas'd his heart of its pain. by the counſel he gave. 


Forſake her, ſaid he, and reje& her'awhile;., 

If ſhe love you, ſhe ſoon. will return with a ſmile : 

You can judge of her paffion by abſence alone, | 
And by abſence will conquer her heart or—your own. 


This advice he purſu'd ; but the remedy prov'd | 
Too fatal, alas! to the fair-ane he loy'd ; 

Which cur'd his own paſſion, but left ber in vain 
To ſigh for a heart ſhe could never regain. gd 


1 
1 


1 
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S Chloe on flowers reclia'd o'er the ſtream, - 
She ſigh'd to the breeze, and made Colin her theme; 
Tho' pleaſant the ſtream, and tho? cooling the breeze, 
And the flowers tho” fragrant, ſhe panted for caſe. 


The ftream it was fickle, and haſted away ;. - 
It kiſs'd the ſweet banks, but no longer could ſtay : 
Tho? beauteous, inconſtant; and faithleſs, tho? fair: 
Ah ! Colin, look in, and behold thyſelf there. 


The breeze that ſo ſweet on its boſom did play, 
Now roſe to a tempeſt, and darken'd the day: 
As ſweet as the breeze, and as loud as the wind; 
Such Colin when angry, and Colin when kind, 


— 


= 
Now fade on her boſom, and die at her feet; 
80 fair in their bloom, and fo foul in decay; 
Such Colin when preſent, and Colin away, 


In rage and deſpair from the ground ſhe aroſe, 
And from her the flowers ſo faded ſhe throws: 

She weeps in the ſtream, and ſhe fighs to the wind, 
And reſolves to drive Colin quite out of her mind. 


But what her reſolves when her Colin appear'd ? 
The ſtream it ſtood till, and no tempeſt was heard; 
The flowers recover'd their beautiful hue : 

She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true: 


_— _— 


— 
6 


Weet Annie ſlowly left the ſhore . 
Where Damon climb'd the veſſel's fide : 
Alas! my heart knows home no more, ; 
Since Damon's toſs'd along the tide. 
Yet ſhall my heart ſtill faithful prove; 
For faithful ever is my ſwain ; 
Abſent, he thinks on Annie's love, 
And foreign beauties charm in vaia, 


His gold let wealchy 5 ſhow, _ 
And the ſmooth arts of flattery try; 
And praiſe the poliſh of my brow, _ 
And praiſe the luſtre of mine eye. 
What tho?, to diſtant regions borne, 
My lover rides the awful deep? 
I'll wait, and hope for his return, 
And all my heart for Damon keep. 


No more, falſe Corydon, no more 
For Annie frame the luring lay; 
Your Damon would be troubled ſore 

Did you his confidence betray. 

Your luring lays are all in vain; ** 
Your falſe deſigns diſgrace your art: 
But melting ſweet is Damon's train, 

His (train beſpeaks the faithful heart. 
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o ade, ye kigs - 14 
Gently, ye proſp'rous breezes, blow; 
Far off, ye ſavage ſtorms, remove, — ö 
Nor cloud my N days with wo. 
Full long, alas ! will be his ſtay; 
But let me not at fate repine : 
Pl keep my heart, and wait the day 
When Damon ſhall again be mine. . 


pe - 
„* : ws * r _— r 
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5 Tiger was ance a May, we lo'ed na men, 
She biggit her bonoy bow'r down in yon glen; 
But now ſhe crics dool ! anda well-a-day ! 
Come down the green gate, and come here away. 
But now ſhe cries, &c. 


When young Johny came o'er the ſeas - 
He faid he faw — lac lovely as mez 
He hecht me baith riogs and mony bra . 720 
And were na my heart light I wad dic. 

He hecht me; &. 


He had a wee titty that loed na me, 
Becauſe I was twice as boony as ſhe; 2 
She rais'd ſick a pother twixt him ** his mother 
That were na my beart light r 
| She rais'd, Sc. KN 


The day it was ſet, and the bridal to ke; | 

The wife took a dwam, and lay down to die; 

She main'd and ſhe grain'd out of dolour and pain, 

Till he vow'd he never wad fee | me again. | 
She main'd, &c. 


His kin was for ane of a higher deg 
Said, What had he to do with the like of me! 
Albeit I was bonny, I was na for Johny: 
And were na my heart light I wad die. 
| Albeit I was bonny, &c. 


They ſaid I had neither cow nor caff, 
Nor dribbles af drink · rins throw the WE 


Nor 
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Nor pickles of meal rins throw the mill-ce : 
And were na my heart light I wad dee. 
Nor pickles of, Ke. 


His titty ſhe was baith wylie and ſlee; 

She ſpy'd me as I came oer the lee; 

And then ſhe ran in, and made a loud din, 

Believe your ain een, an ye trou na me. 
And then ſhe, &c. | 


His. bonnet ſtood ay fu? round on his brows 
His auld ane looks ay as well as ſome's new: 
But now he lets't wear ony gate it will hing. 
And caſts himſelf dowie upo the corn - bing. 
But now he, &c. — 


And now he gaes drooping about the dykes, 
And a' he dow do is to hund the tykes : 

The live- lang night he ne'er ſteeks his ee; 
And were na my heart light I wad dee. 

The live-lang, &c. 


Were I young for thee, as I bae been, : 
We ſhou'd hae been gallopping down on yon green, . 
And linking it on the lily-white lee; 
And wow gin I were but young for thee. 
And linking, &c. 


Orſaken my pipe and my crook, 
F Why will = ſolicit = lay? 
No longer I fit by the brook, 

And carol my ſorrows away : 

Say, Laura, what theme ſhall I chuſe ? 
Your praiſes I muſt not proclaim ;' 
And friendſhip's too cold 2 my muſe, 

And love I'm forbidden to name. 


For I'm bat a poor ſimple ſwain, 
Whoſe flocks and whoſe herds are but ſmall ; 
And my cottage, tho? neat on the plain, 
Is cover'd with thatch, and that's all : 

| | And 
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And Laura is blooming and young, 


Ahl would that I too were the lame: Tr 
My heart then mighthiat to my tongue 


What now I'm forbidden to name. 


* 


Yet deny'd my fond wiſh to impart, 

My wiſhes from you ſhall not ſwerve, 
That the Thepherd who ſues for your heart, 

By his own may your virtues.deſerve : 
With the charms which no time can deſtroy, 

With the worth which no breath can defame, 
May you-taſte of that permament joy, 

Which now I'm forbidden to name. 


— —- 


i A® at noon Dulcina reſted | 
In her ſweet and ſhady bow'r, 
Came a ſhepherd, and requeſted 
In her lap to ſleep an hour. 

But from her look 

An wound: he took, FI 
So deep, chat for a further boon 

The nymph-he prays ; 

. Whereto ſhe ſays, "2 

Forego me now, come to me ſoon. * 


But in vain ſhe did conjure him 
To depart her preſence ſo; | 
Having a thouſand tongues. t' allure him, 
And but one to bid him go. . 
Where lips invite, 
And eyes delight, | 
And cheeks-as freſh; as roſe in June, 
Perſuade delay: 
What boots to ſay, 
Forego me now, come to me ſoon ? 


He demands, What time for pleaſure 
Can there be more fit than now? 
She ſays, Night gives love that leiſure, 
Which the day doth not allow. 

| 
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He ſays the fight 
Improves delight : | 
Which ſhe denies. - Night's mirkic noon, 
In Venus? plays, - - ö 
Makes bold, ſhe ſays- 
Forego me now, come to me ſoon. 


How at laſt agreed theſe lovers ? 
She was fair, and he was young : 
The tongue may tell what th' eye diſcovers ; 
Joys unſeen are never ſung. 
Did ſhe conſent, 
Or he releat? _ A ; 
ts he night, or ts ſhe noon 
ft he = a r 
Or not? ſhe ſaid, | 
Forego me now, come to me ſoon. 


O* the bank of a river ſo deep, 
Whoſe waters glide ſilently on, 
Sad Roſalind ſat down to weep; 

For Damon her lover was gone. 
The faireſt and faithfulleſt ſhe 

Of all that tripp'd over the plains ; 
But, alas! the moſt fickle was he 

Among all the ſhepherds and ſwains. 


Down each cheek ran her tears in a fliream :- 
All bis vows are forgotten, ſhe cries ; 

Regarded no more than a dream, _. 
Tho? for him his fond ſhepherdeſs dies. 

He's gone ; the falſe creature is gone, 
To deceive other nymphs of the plain ; 

Whoſe fate will, like mine, be to moan 
The loſs of a perjured ſwain. 


Beware, O ye maidens! beware, 
If my treacherous ſhepherd you meet; 

For, alas! he's bewitchingly fair; 
When he ſpeaks, * no muſic ſo ſweet : 
He | 
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As the ſpring he is blooming and gay ; 

As the ſummer delightſome and kind; 

But believe not one word he can ſay, 
For he's falſe as the wavering wind. 


Fooliſh maid ! whilſt I thought he was true, 
1 ſent up no look to the Nies ; OE, 
All the ſunſhine or gloom that I knew, 
Was the gloom or the ſhine of his eyes. 
He alone was my joy and my care, 
I wiſh'd for no heaven above; 
No ſorrow, no pain, cou'd 1 fear, 
Nor aught but the loſs of his love.. 


How fondly endearing was he, 
Till J granted whatc'er he defir'd ! 
But, you virgins, take warning by me, 
For his flame from that moment expir'd. 
Now I ne'er ſhall embrace him again; 
He, ungrateful, is flown from my arms 
Far away o'er the flowery plain, 


And deſpiſes theſe ſullied charms. 


- Sure the gods have ſome vengeance in ftcre 
For the breach of thoſe vows which he made; 
Tho? by him they're remember'd no more 
Than the wretch 'who by them was betray'd. 
But forgive him, ye powers above! 
Tho' he's falſe, bring. no harm on his head; 
But crown him with beauty and love 
Long after poor Roſalind's dead. 


Thus ſhe mourn'd : what a ſcene all around! 
The birds flag their wings at her ſighs; 
The valleys her ſorrows _— 
And the ſtream ſhews her blubbered eyes: 
All nature takes part in her wo; 
A black cloud o'er the heaven is ſpread ; 
The winds have forgotten to blow, 
And the willows bend over her head. 


WHEN 


OR 1 


WHEN weſtern breezes fan the ſhore, 
And gently ſwell the azure wave; 

I yield unto the ſoft'ning pow'r: 
(The muſe's tranſports then would grieve). 


When loud the (NY tempeſts fly, 
Enrage, and daſh the foaming floods; 

From the rude ſeene I trembling bie, 
And plunge into the ſafer woods. 


Nor ſea, nor deaf'ning din, is there, 

The ſtormy fury ſtraight does pleaſe ; 
I hear it ſounding from afar ; ' 

It ſings or murmurs through the trees. 


A kſherman I would not live, 

Who labours in the pathleſs deep; 
Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 

Whoſe dwelling is a brittle ſhip. 


Let me my bleating ewes attend, | 
(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſs'd as they); 

With them my morning-ſteps PII bend, 
With them I'll wait the cloſing day. 


Now underneath a plane-tree laid, 
Or careleſs by a lulling ſtream, 

Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, 
Or ſweetly fink into a dream. 


MA ” _— * 8 r 8 m 1 


— 


HAT cheerful ſounds ſalute our cars, 
And echo o'er the lawn! 
Behold ! the loaded car appears, 
Ia joyful triumph drawn. 
The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial band, 
Still ſhouting as they come, 
With ruftic ye in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt- home. 


The golden ſheaves, pil'd up on high, 
Within the 3 ſtorꝰ d; + {DI . 
G 2 Phe 
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The careful hind, with ſeeret joy 
Exulting, views his hoard. 
His labours paſt, he counts his gains; 
And, freed from anxious care, 
His caſks are broach'd ; the fun-burnt ſwains 
His rural plenty ſhare. 


la dance and ſong the night is ſpent ; 

All ply the flowing bowl; 

And jeſts and barmleſs merriment 
Expand the artleſs ſoul. 

Young Colin whiſpers Rofalind, 
Who till reap'd by his fide ; 

And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind 
To take her for his bride. 


For joys like theſe, through circling years, 
Their toilſome taſk they tend: 

The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 
In proſpe& of the end; 

In ſpring, or winter, ſows his ſeed, - 
Manures, or tills the foil ; 9 

In ſummer various cares ſucceed; 
But harveſt crowus bis toil. 


- 
_ U 
= = 
* 


Hilſt the children of fortune with int'reſted prait 
Io the joys in poſſeſſion ſtill tune their fond lay; 
The ſon of aſſſiction, unbrib'd, will deplore | 
Thoſe joys, and thoſe charma, which now are no mort 
For the ſweeteſt of maids was my Betty ; 
And the joy of all hearts was my Betty. 


Her looks were more pleaſing than the bloom of ſweet May 
Aud her eyes were the ſun that enlighten'd my day 
Her accents could torture, or paſſion beguile ; ; 

But who'll fing the rapture that hung on her ſmile ? 
| For, &c. 


All nature aroond me is joyful and gay.— 


The trees ſhoot their buds, and the flow re deck their * 


(9 I 


void in creation's bright ſpace is deſcried, 

2 that which the life of my ſoul once ſupplied. 
For, &c. J 

But the ſunſhine of life now for ever is flown ; 
Unpitied my grief, and unbleſt is my moan ; 
In 33 and darkneſs I paſs the long day, 
Whilſt angviſh new-tunes the ſad voice of each lay. 
For, &c. 08:72 \ 


Thus diſcolour'd and jaundic'd all objects appear; 
He hates joy in others who's loſt all that's dear: 
Like the ſhades of the hapleſs, I ſeek the ſtill night, 
And haunt in the gloom each paſt ſcene of delight. 
For the ſweeteſt of maids was my Betty ; 
And the joy of all hearts was my Betty. 


FN 


S on a ſummer's day, 

In the greenwood ſhade I lay, 
The maid that I lov'd, 

As her fancy mov'd, 

Came walking forth that way : 


And as ſhe paſſed by, 

With a ſcornful glance of her eye, 
What a ſhame, quoth ſhe, 
For a ſwain muſt it be, 

Like a lazy loon for to lie? 


And doſt thou nothing heed | 
What Pan our god has decreed ; - * 
What a prize to-day 


Shall be given away 
To the frectel ſhepherd's reed ? 


There's not a ſingle ſwain . 

Of all this fruitful plain, 
But, with hopes and fears, 
Now bubly prepares 

The bonny boon to gain. 


_ Shall 
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Shall another maiden ſhine 
In brighter array than thine? . 
— 5 up, dull ſwain, | 
Tune thy pipe once again, 
And make the garland mine. 


Alas! my love, I cry'd, 
What avails this courtly pride? 
Since thy dear deſert 
I s written in my heart, 
What is all the world beſide? 


To me thou art more gay 
In this homely ruſſet grey, 
Than the nymphs of our green, 
80 trim and fo ſheen, | 
Or the brighteſt queen of May. 
What tho' my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a filken gown; 
My own dear, maid, | 
Be content with this ſhade, 
And a ſhepherd all thy own. 


1 weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With every pleafing ray, 
And flocks, reviving, felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day: | 


When from a hazel's artleſs bower 
Soft warbled ug tongue 3 


He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
; While Nancy's praiſe he ſung, 


Let fops with fickle falſehood range 
The paths of wanton love, 
Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden ev'ry grove : 


But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 
I ſaw fair Eſham's dale: 
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And every der find its way 
To Nancy of the vale. 
Twas from Avona's bank the maid 
Diffus'd her lovely beams; 
And every ſhining glance diſplay'd 
The Naiad of the ſtreams. 


Soft as the wild duck's tender young, 
That float on Avon's tide ; 
Bright as the water-lily ſprung 
nd glittering near its fide, | 
Freſh as the bordering flowers her bloom, 
Her eye all mild to view ; : . 


The little Haleyon's azure plume 
Was never half ſo blue. 


Here ſhape was like the reed, ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were ! 


Far is the winding vale retir'd 
This peerleſs bud I found; > 

And ſhadowing rocks and woods conſpir'd 
To fence her beauties round, N 


That nature in ſo lone a dell 
Shou'd form a nymph fo ſweet! 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! 


4 lordlings ſought her for their bride, 

ut ſhe wou'd ne'er ineline; 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 


*Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good-will ; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him Pl climb the hill, 
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Seruck with her charms und gentle trul, 
I claſp'd the conftant fair; 
To her alone I give my youth, _ - 
And vow my future care. 


And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thele charms forego, 2 771 
The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 


That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


* Pry a. " © OR a. lth. n 
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* ſnepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh ! call the pou wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to figh, | 

Nor talk of the change x ye find; 

None once was fo watchful as I : 


T have left my dear Phillis behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove | 
With the torture of doubt and defire;, 
What it is to admire and to love, * 
And ts leave her we love and admire. 
Ah! lead forth my flock in the mormy, | 
And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn : | 
I have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 


Since Phillis vouchſaf'd me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine ; 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before ; 
But now they are paſt, and I figh, 
And I grieve that I priz'd them no more. 


But why do I languifh in vain? 
Why wander thus penfively here ? 
Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where J fed on the miles of my dear? 


. 


They tell me my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart ! 

Yet I thought, but it might not be ſo, 

'Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 

She gaz'd as I lowly withdrew w; 

My path I cou'd hardly diſcern ; 

So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To viſit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine, 
If be bear but a relick away, - 
Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relick 1 bear, 4 
And my folace wherever I go. 


—_— — 


M* banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, LEE 
And my hills are white over with ſheep. 

I ſeldom have met with a loſs, - bY 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſcen, 
But with tendells of woodbine is bound ; 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, | 
But a ſweet-briar entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 5 
ne 
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One would think ſhe might like to retire 

_ To the bow'r I bave labour'd to rear; 

Not a ſhrub that. I heard her admire, 

But I haſted and planted it there. 

O how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my love, - 


To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 
What ſtrains of wild melody flow: | 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of roſes that blow ! 
And when ber bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmonioufly join 

In a concert fo ſoft and ſo clear, 
As ſhe may not be fond to refign. 


FE have found out a gift for my fair; | 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 

But let me that plunder forbear, N 
She will ſay twas a barbarous deed : 

For he ne'er cou'd be true, ſhe averr'd, | 
Who con'd rob a poor bird of its young 5 

And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

; Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 

How that pity was due to à dove; 

That it ever attended the bold; 0. 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love: 

But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
So mich I her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſay, 

8 Methinks I ſhou'd love her the more. 


* 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmoy'd when her Corydon ſighs? 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
5 Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe? 
Dear regions of filence and ſhade! 
- Soft of conteatment. and caſc ! 
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Where I cou'd have pleaſingly ftray'd, 
If aught in her abſence cou'd pleaſe. 


But where does my Phillida ſtray ? 
And where are her grots and het bow'rs? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
- But their love 18 not equal to mine. 


WHY will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 
With her wit ſhe engages the free; 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

I cou'd lay down my life for the ſwain 
That will fing but a ſong in her praiſe. 
When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 

Come trooping, and liſten the while ; 
Nay, on him let not Phillida frown ;- 
But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 
Any favour with Phillis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 
Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 
And his crook is be- ſtudded around; 
And his pipe - oh may Phillis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound ! 


'Tis his with mock paſſion to glow ; 
'Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 


How 


— — 
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How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold t 

How the nightingales labour the ſtrain 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; 

How they vary their accents in vain, 
Repine at her triumphs and die. 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 

And pillages every ſweet ; 

Theo, foiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phillis's feet. 

O Phillis, he whiſpers, more fair, 

More ſweet than the jeſſamin's flow'r ! 

What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 


What is eglantine, after a ſhow'r? 


Then the lily no longer is white; 
Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom; 
Then the violets die with deſpight, | 

And the woodbines give up their perfume. 

Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; 

Yet I never ſhou'd envy the ſong, 1 
Were not Phillis to lend it an ear. 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe ; hs 
Let his forchead with laurels be crown'd, 

So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 

Yet may ſhe beware of his art, 

Or ſure I muft envy the ſong. 


YE ſhepherds, give car to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep : 
They have nothing to do, but to ſtray ; 
I have —_ to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; | 
She was fair, and my paſſion begun: * 


| 


e 

She ſmil'd, and I cpu'd not but love; 427 
She äs faithleſs, and I am undone. a 5 6 

Perhaps I was void of all thought; - | 

Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, | 

That a nymph ſo complete wou'd be ſought 
By a rata more engaging than me. 

Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire; 

It baniſhes wiſdom the while : 


And the lip of the pymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone : 

Le that witneſs the woes I endure, - 
Let reaſon inftru& you to ſhun „ 
What it cannot inſtru you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 

It is not for me to explain 


How fair and how fickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe. 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 
The flower, the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
la time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 

The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. | 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight; 3 
But we are not to find them our o: 

Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my Phillis had . , 
O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace; 

To your deepeſt receſſes I fly: 
| wou'd hide with the beafts of the chace ; 

I wou'd vaniſh from every eye. ” 
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Yet my reed ſhall reſound through the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 
Ho ſhe {mil'd, aud 1 cou'd not but love 3 
Was fathleſs, and I am undone? | 


1 
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yours Dorilas, an \ artleſs ares | 

And Daphne, pride of weſtern ue. 
IT beir flocks together drove: 

Gay youth ſat blooming on his face ;_ 

She no leſs ſhone with ev'ry graces 
Yet neither thought of love. l 


With equal joy egeh morn they meet z 

At mid-day ſeek the ſame retreat, 
And ſhelter in one grove; 

At ev'ning haunt the ame 

Together innocently talKk; 
But not a word of love. 


Hence mutual friendſhip firmly [ig RE” 
Till heart to heart ſpontaneous 10 
Like bill to bill of dove: | 
Bcth feel the flame which both 3 A 
Both wiſh the other would reveal! 
Yet neither ſpeaks of love. Ke? 


She hung with rapture o'er his ſenſe ; 
He doated on her i ew 
Thus each did each a i 2 
Each vow'd—whilſt'e 2 vow obſerv'd : 
The maid was true; the ſwain ne'er ſwerv'd ; 
Then ev? ry word was Jove. 
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8 Wu ye go to the ewe · bughts, n 
And wear in the ſheep wr me? 
The ſun ſhines ſweet; my Marion, 
But nae haff ſac ſweet as thee. 
O Marion's a bonny laſs, 


Aud the blyth blinks in ber ee; 
| And 
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And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 


I've nine milk-ewes, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawny quey; 
I'll gie them a” to my Marion 
Juſt on her we vn ix Bk 
And ye's get a n ſey apron, 
And hl yaa ren" London brown; 
And wow but ye will be vap*ring 
. Whene'er ye gang to the town. 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 
Nane 2 like me on the green: 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
I'll e' en draw up wi' Jean. F 
Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramalie ;- - 
And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I ſhall come weſt and ſee ye. 


— 


1 lawland lads think they are fine ; 
But O they're vain, and idly gawdy ! 

How much unlike that gracefu' mien 

And manly looks of my highland laddie | 

O my bonny bonny highland laddie, 

My handſome charming highland laddie ; 
May heaven till guard, and love reward, 

Our lawland laſs and her highland laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 8 

To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trewa, 
With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. ; 


The braweſt beau in burrow's-town, 

In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he is but a clown ;- 
He's finer far in's tartan-plaidy. 

O my bonny, &c. | | 
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+ Ofer benty bill with him I'll run, 
And leave my lawland kin and dady ; | 


» Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 


O my bonay, &c. 


A painted room, and ſilken bed, 


'May pleaſe a lawland od _ lady ; 
But J can kiſs, and be as 


5 Behind a buſh in his bs e . | 
| | O my bonny,  &c. 


| Few compliments between us paſs: : 


I ca* him my dear highland laddie ; 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 


Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidie. 


Nae . joy Ty e'er pretend, 


Like mine to him; which ne'er ſhall end, 


O ny ys &c. 


He'll ſcreen, me with his me _ 


Than that his love prove true and ſtendy, 


While heaven preſerves my highland ad. 


HE lamland maids gang ting and fe, 


Sae proud, they never can be kind 


O my bonny bonny 3k 497 laſhe, . 
My hearty-ſmiling highland la ſſie; 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


Than ony laſs in burrow's-town, 


I'd take my Katy butt a gown, 
Bare-footed in her little coatic. 
O my bonny, Ke. 
Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, | 
Whene'er I kifs and eourt my dawtie ; 


- 


But oft they're ſour and unco ſawcy ; 


Like my good-humour'd highland . 0 


But bloom of youth Kill bleſs my laſſie. 


Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, 


n 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 5 
My flightering heart gangs pittie · pattie. 
O my bonny, & c. 
Oer higheſt hethery hills I'll ten, 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 
To ſeaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
O my bonny, &c. | 


There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word 
*Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can wield my truſty ſword, _ 
Or frac my fide whiſk out a whinger. 
O my bonny, &. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 

To range with me 4 let great fowk gloom, -  — 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure. 


O my bonny, &c. 


——_— — 
— 


1 


Eneath a beech's grateful ſhade 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 

He figh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 
Without hopes of obtaining. | 

For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief: 
Tho? pity cannot move thee z 

Tho' thy hard heart gives no relief; 
Yet, Peggy, I muſt love thee.. 


Say, Peggy, what bas Colin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him? 
If love's a fault, *tis that alone 
For which you ſhould-excuſe him! 
'Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame,. 
This fire by which I languiſh; . 
'Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh. 


I | -Hy 
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For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain; 
For thee that only flights me. | 

This love that fires my Faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended. 

Ohl wou'd thou act ſo good a part, 
- My grief might ſoon be ed. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over ; 
Yet it deſends thy heart like ſteel 
*Gaiaſt thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas! tho? it ſhou'd neer relent, 
Nor Colin's care e er move thee ; 
Vet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, | 
. My Peggy, I muſt love thee. - 48 


—_— 


— 
* — — — 


Lafs that was laden with care, 
Sat heavily under yon thorn; 
J liften'd a while to hear | 
When thus ſhe began to mourn : 
Whene*er my dear ſhepherd was here, 
The birds did melodiouſly fing; 
Ad cold nipping winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the ſpring... | * 
- . Sac merry as we twa hae been; 
Sae merty as we twa hae been; 
My heart it is like for to break, 
When I think on the days we have ſeen. 


Our flocks feeding cloſe by his fide, . + 
He gently preſſing my hand, | 
T view'd the wide world in its pride, | 
And laugl'd at the pomp of command! 
My dear, be wou'd oft to me ſay, 
What makes you hard-hearted to me? 
Oh! why do you thus turn away 
From him who is dying for thee ? 
Sze merry, &c, | 
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But now he is far from my fight, +»; 

And perhaps a deceiver may prove: 
Which makes me lament day and night, 

That ever I granted my love. | 
At eve, when the reſt of the folk 

Are merrily ſeated to ſpin, 
I ſet myſelf under an oak, 

And heavily figh for him. 
Sae merry, &c. 


. * — —ͤ— at tt. 


— 5 IS _— 


[ Had a heart, but now 1 heartleſs gae; 
- I had a mind, but daily was oppreſt; 
I had a friend that's now become my fac; 
I had a will that now has freedom loſt : 
What have I now? naithing I trow, 
But grief where I had joy: 
What am I than? a heartleſs man; 
Con'd love me thus deſtroy ? 
I love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard; 
Yet for my love diſdain is my reward. 


Where ſhall 1 gang to hide my weary face? 
Where ſhall I find a place for my defence? 


Where my true ſove remains, the fitteſt place, 


Of all the earth that is my confidence. 
She has · my heart till L depart. 
Let her do what ſhe liſf, 
I cannot mend, but ftill depend. 
And daily to infilt | 2 
To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerve ; 
If not for love, let love my body ſtarve. ' + 


O lady fair! whom I do honour moſt, | 
Your name and fame within my breaſt I. have 
Let not my love and Jabour thus be loſt, 
But till in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, and fall not rue 
Ae word that I have ſaid : 
I am your man, do what you can. 


When all theſe plays are play'd. 


4 


— 


. 


Then ſave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand,” 
Since man and goods are all at your command. 


— 


ä 8 * ' 4 ttt. W — * 1 5 _ 
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E ſpring: time returns, and clothes the green plain, 
And Alloa ſhines more cheerful and gay; Pom 
The lark tunes his throat, and the neighbouring ſwain 
Sing merry round me where-ever I ſtray : 
But Sandy ase mair returns to my view; - _ 
Nae ſpring- time me cheers, nae muſic can charm; 
He's gane! and, I fear me; for ever: adieu! 
Adieu every pleaſure this boſom can warm! 


O Alloa-houſe ! how much art thou chang'd ! 
How filent, how dull to me is each grove! 
Alane I here wander where ance webaith rang'd, 
Alas ! where to pleaſe me my Sandy ance ftrove ! 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you tauld; 
Here liſten'd too fond whenever you ſung ; 
Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are turn'd cauld! 
Or, fooliſh, believ'd a falſe flattering tongue? 
So ſpoke the fair maid, when Sorrow's keen pain, 
And Shame, her laft fault'ring accents ſuppreſt; 
gh M4 {wain, 


For Fate, at that moment, brought back her 
' Who heard, and wr rapture his Nelly addreſt: 
Ny Nelly! my fair, I come; O my love !” 
Nae power ſhall thee tear again from my arms; 
And, Nelly, nae mair thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 
Who knows thy fair worth, and adores a* thy charms. 


She heard; and new joy ſhot thro* her ſoft frame, 
And will you, my love, be true? ſhe replied: 

And live E to meet my fond ſhepherd the ſame ?. 
Or dream I that Sandy will make me his bride ? 
O Nelly! I live to find thee ill kind; 

Still true to thy. ſwain, and lovely as true: 
Then adieu to a' ſorrow ; what ſoul is ſo blind, 
As not to live happy for ever with you :. 


7 
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Wiſh I were where Helen! es. gag? 9M 
Night and day on me ſhe eries wes 10 

To bear her company: nn a en 

O wou'd that in her darklome bel 4202 

My weary frame to reſt were laid 

From love and anguiſh free! 


I hear, I hear the welcome ſound elt * 
Break ſlowly from the trembling mound | 
That ever calls on me: _ 
Oh bleſſed virgin ! cou'd my pow'r T : 
Vie with my wiſh, this very hour 
I'd ſleep death's s ſleep with thee! | 


A lover's ſigh, a lover's tear, 
Attended on thy timeleſs bier : 
What more can fate require? 
I hear, I hear the e x642Þ Bl 
Yes, I will ſeek the ſacred ground, | 
And on thy grave expire. 


The worm now taſtes that roſy mouth, 

Where glowed, ſhort time, the ſmiles of youth ; 
And in my heart's dear home,” 

Her ſnowy boſam, loves to lie.— 

I bear, I hear the welcome cry ! 
I come, my love ! I come. 


O life, begone ! thy irkſome ſcene 
Can bring no comfect to my pain: 
Thy ſceges my pain recall! 
My joy is grief, my life i dend, K 
Since ſhe Er wi whom 1 liv'd is fed _ - 
My love, my hope, my all. E 


Take, take me to thy lovely ſide, 
Of my loſt youth hos only bride! 
O take me to thy tomb! | 
T hear, I hear the welcome ſound! 
Yes, life can fly at ſorrow's wound. 
I come, I come, 1 come. 


: | (94 ) 
Fry Glace robb'd of all that cbarm'd my view, 
| Of all my ſoul eber fancied fair, * 


Ve ſmiling native ſcenes adieu! "5: 6 
With each delightful object there. 


Ye vales, which to the raptur'd eye 
Diſclos'd the flow'ry pride of May; 

Ye circling hills, whoſe ſummits bigh 17 
Bluſn'd with the morning's earlieſt ey: 


22 Where, heedleſs oft how far I ftray'd, 

| And pleas'd my ruin to purſue, 

I ſang my dear, my cruel maid : 
Adieu for ever! ah adieu ! 


Ve dear aſſociates of my breaſt, | | 
. Whoſe hearts with ſpeechleſs ſorrow ſwell ; 
And thou, with boary 1 oppreſt, | 


Dear author of my life, farewel ! 


For me, alas! thy fruitleſs tears, 

Far, far remote from friends and home, F 
Shall blaſt thy venerable years, 
And bend thee pining to the tomb. 


Sharp are the pangs by nature felt, 
From dear relations torn away ; 
Yet ſharper pangs my vitals melt, 

To hopeleſs love a deſtinꝰd prey: 


While ſhe, as angry heav'n and main | | 
Deaf to the helpleſs failor's pray'r, 


Enjoys my ſoul . pain, 
And wantons with my deep „ 


Oſt, in the pleaſing toils of love, 

With ev'ry wiomog art I try'd . 
Jo catch the coyly flutYring dove, ﬀ 
With killing eyes, and plumy pride: 


But, far on nimble pinions borne 
From love's warm pales and flow'ry plains, 

She ſought the northern climes of ſcorn, 
Where ever-freezing winter reigns. 
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Ah me! had heay'n and ſhe prov'd kind; 
Then full of age, and free from care, of TS 
How bleſt had I my hife refign'd, | . 
Where firſt I breath'd this vital ar?! 
But, fince no flatt*ring hope remai 
Let me my wretched lot purſue : | 
Adieu, dear friends, and native ſcenes 
To all, but grief and love, adieu! 


» = 
* 8 = 8 _—_— a 


— —_— 
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EAR a ſmooth river's lonely fide, 
Where tuneful Naiads geatly glide, - 
A ſecret grotto ſtands; | 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 
Hid in the gloom of awful ſhade ; | 
The work of Nature's hands. F:- 


This ſweet retreat, that once had been, 
Of joy and love the choſen frene, 
Poor injur'd Flavia ſought: 
But,—to complaia of Damon's vow 
There made and broke,—ſhe choſe it now, 
With rage and ſorrow fraught. 


The hollow rock, where ſhe reclin'd, 
She thought, was like falſe Damon's mind; 
His dark defign—the ſhade; 
The deep ſmooth ftream,—his tempting face; 
Its ſound, —his tongue's deluding grace, 
That won, and that betray'd. . 


Damon, one evening as he ſtray'd, 
To meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'erheard her mournful plain : 
Her ſighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair, 
Infected all the neighbouring air, > 
And forc'd him to relent. A 


And now ſhe thinks, fince Damod's kind, 
The ſteady rock Kill like his mind; - 1990 
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Hu lovethe friendly ade: 
| | The clear ſmooth ſtream, his lovely 18 . 


Its ſoothing ſound,—the tongue's rg e, 
That all her woes repaid. : * . 


% No more be fear 'd, then, Getuae's powers! 
| Tia fancy all our bliſs devours,, | 
« Or gives content, we find. 

„% Men may be happy, if they fp leaſe ;- 


„ We are ourſelves our own 


33 Ar 


I... 


n 


— — * — 


THE ſky was. 2 che air was ſtill, 
The ſun had gilt the eaſtern hill ; 
The filver dews impearPd the ground, 
And nature breath'd her e round 
The wild muſicians of the grove 75 
Attun' d their little ſouls to love; 
And every throat, from ev'ry ſpray, 
With rapture hail'd the log day : 


When Will, with ſadly-penfive tread, © | 
As vp the hill his flock he led, in 


Saw Sue advancing with her pail, ! 
And flew to meet her on the vale. ni 
Long had the youth in ſecret mourn'd, 

Nor told the flame with which he burn'd : 
Occaſion call'd; be bleſs'd the day, 

And thus began the rural lay : 


DO bſerve, my fair-one, all around 

ö What beauties deck the painted ground; 

| How ſweet a ſmell the bloſſoms yield, 

= How rich a verdure clothes the field; 
| The ſkies how clear; how ſoft the breeze, 
Wo | That, panting, dies upon the trees: 

How mild the morn's ambroſial ray; 
How lovely all the bloom of May 


Up yon green Hill, whoſe wood-crown'd brow 
Hangs o'er the ſream that brawls below, 


Behold, 
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Behold, how gameſome on the gras 
The flocks their joeund minutes paſs; 12 
And hark ! how ſweet from yonder bow'r 
The birds their artleſs ſonnets pour. | 
Love guides the ſport 3 love tunes the lay; 


And all creation owns his ſway. 


Paſs but a little while, and fee” | '- 4 
How ſad a change the fates decree! G 

No more the tender flocks remain {1 

In ſportive gambols on the plain: 

No more, exulting on the wings 1 

The birds their early carrols ing. 2 i 
They hang their heads ; and all the gar,, 
The bright appearance, melts away. 


Stern winter walks abroad—and lo! 
All nature ſhudders at the blow: ' _ ©. 
His icy hand deforms the ſcene, _ 
And mars the glories of the green; 
Lays bare the hills cvamel'd —_— -. © 
And {trips the meadow of its prige 3 © + / +. 
Thick clouds obſcure the genial ray, |: 

And all things ficken to ny 


Thus too from life—or Wiſdom lies | 
Each hour ſteals ſomething as it flies 
What pain to think ! That form of thine, | 
That lovely form, ſhall ſoon decline 

The roſes thy cheek ſhall fy; 

The lightnings ſhall deſert thine eye; 

And all thy charms? aſſemblage gx 

Derouring time ſhall make his prey, 


Learn then, my fair, nor think it wrong 

| To learn, the moral of the ſongs © _..,, 
The preſent hours do thou improve, | 

And give, O give it all to oe!! 

Time's on the wing! Let us be wiſe, 3 

Tr _ 17 ble „ . 
ife's but a ſpau ; and ay, | 

That youth's the morning of the day. 


* * 

' 14290. «+ : . 
- 
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| 


| For harmleſs young Lucy was nothing afraid. 


It chanc'd that way Willy came piping vlog 


Moſt 5 — my dar charmer, he cried: | | 


Beneath yonder elms you will primroſes 14 3 


5 Then arg. 


| What maid can refuſe who ſo 1 7850 bege, | 
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NE evalu young Lucy walk'd forth 10 
Sing Fi ho, ne'er ſay No, 1 
ä Youb d be full of glees-- | 
The briar ſmell'd ſweet, and the wood-pigeons c 


Siog high teritile howile 0 u Ben 
Derry down dee. * Dat 


With harebells and vi'lets a poſy * made, 
Sing high bo, Ke.. 


Sing high terittle,- &c. 


| Sing high ho, &c. 
When, pleas'd,Lucy Ropt for to Uſten to Gb 
Sing high terittle, - Ke. 


The ſhepherd was gay wh when his Lucy he 81 x 


ing high 


Sing high terittle, &c. 


4 : 


Sing high ho, &ec, 
'Fis ſhady, and there I can tell r mind. | 
Sing high terittle, Kc. Tae. 


Hand i in hand then they went to the ben walk, 
Sing high bop Ne... 

The way was ſoon paſe' d, for Feet love was thei ul 
_ +. Sing high teritiſe, Ke. 7 

Amidſt gender, by ct perhaps there's a neſt, 

Sing high: ho, &c. 

'd her her to go, whillt her ſoft lips he wy 
ing high terittle, &c 


Sing high ho, Ke. 
The bird's neſt he found, and gave Luey the egg! 
| Sing high terittle, Ke. | 


The ev ning was ſweet; and he pleas' the maid 65 
Sing high ho, n 
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Sing high terittle, &c. 


* 


at be Promietd ageig a dird>-neſting to .. 
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WHILE frequent on Tweed and on Tay, 
Their harps all the muſes have ſtrung, 
Shou'd a river more Jimpid than they, _ 

The wood- fringed Eft, flow unſung ?. 
While Nelly and Nancy infpire 

The poet with paſtoral rains, 
Why blent the voice of the Iyre 

On Mary, the pride of the plains ? 


Oh nature's moſt beautiful bloom 

May flouriſh unſeen and unknown; 
And the ſhadows of ſolitude gloom 

A form that might ſhine-on 8 throne. 
Through the wilderneſs bloſſoms the roſe, 

In ſweetneſs-retir'd from the fight ; 
And Philomel warbles her woes 


How often the beauty is hid 
Amid ſhades that her triumphs deny ! 
How often the hero forbid 1 
From the path that conducts to the fy ! 
A Helen has pin'd in the grove; 
A Homer has wanted his name: 
Unſeen in the circle of love, 2 
Unknown to the temple of fame. 


Yet let us walk forth to the ſtream, 
Where poet ne'er wander'd before ; 
Enamoured of Mary's ſweet name, 
How theechoes will ſpread to the ſhore! 
If the voice of the muſe be divine, 
Thy beanties ſhall live in my lay ; 
| While refle&ing the foreſt ſo fine, 
Sweet Eſk o'er the valleys ſhall ſtray. 


Alone to the ear of the night. _ Wer 


q 1 12 Neu GO 


— 
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238 GY Yarrow flow'r, thou ſhalt be bleft, 


To lie on beauteous Mary's breaſt; 
Go, Yarrow flow'r, ſo ſweetly ſmelling, 
Is there on earth To ſoft a dwelling! 


Go, lovely flow'r, thou prettieſt flower, 
That ever {mil'd in Yarrow bower; 
Go, daughter of the dewy. morning, 


With Alves” bluſh the fields adorning. 


Go, lovely roſe, what do'l thou here, 
Ling'ring away thy -liv'd year; 
Vainly ſhining, idly blooming, 


Thy unenjoyed ſweets conſuming ? 
Vain is thy radiant Garlies hoe, 


No hand to pull, no eye to view: 


What are thy charms no heart deſiring? _ 
What profits beauty none admiring? _ * 


Go, Yarrow flow'r, to Yarrow maid, \ _ | 
And on her panting boſom laidj 1 
There all thy native form confeffingg. 
"The charm of beauty is poſſeſſing. 


Come, Yarrow.maid, from Yarrow field! 
What pleaſure can the defart yield? 1 
Come to my breaſt, O all excelling! 

Is there on earth ſo kind a dwelling? 


Come, my dear maid ! thou prettieſt maid 


— 


That ever ſmil'd in Yarrow ſhade; 
Come, filter of the dewy morning. 


With Alves“ bluſh the dance adorning. 
Come, lovely maid I love calls thee here: 


Linger no more thy fleeting year; 
Voainly ſhining,. idly blooming, ' „ 
Thy unenjoyed ſweets: conſuming,  .- 


Vain is thy radiant Garlies hue, 


No hand to preſs, no eye to view; 


What are thy charms, no-heart defiring ? | 
What profits beauty, nope admiring ? 


Come, 


C wr Þ 
Come, Yatrow maid, with Yarrow roſe 


Thy maiden graces all diſgloſe z | 
ty bleſt by all, to all 4 bleſſing, 


The charm of OP is POE" 427 55 


. 
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E mepherde of this pleaſant vale, 
Where Yarrow glides along, | 
Forſake your rural 8 and join 
In my triumphant ſong.” * 
She grants, ſhe yields z one deren e bade. 
Attones her long delay; 
One happy minute crowns the paine 
Of many ſuff' ring days. dre?” 4 


Raiſe, raiſe the victot notes of joy, 
Theſe ſuffering days are oer; 
Love ſatiates now his. boundleſs wiſh 
From beauty*s boundleſs ſtore : 
No doubtful hopes, no anxious fears, F as, * 
This rifing calm deſtroy gy 1 2 
Now every proſpect 3 around 7 N % 
All opening ere 


The ſun with double ſuſtre ſhone 
That dear eonſenting hour :; 
Brighten'd each hill, and o'er each * 
New · colour'd every flow'r:-- — ond 
The gales their gentle ſighs with- held, _ 
No leaf was ſeen to move 1 6 
The hov'ring ſongſters round were RR | 
And wonder huſh'd the grove. | 


wwkk : c- 
The hills snd dales no more R A 
The lambkin's tender ey; PE, 
Without one murmur Yarrow ſole 1 * | SRD 


In dimpling filence by: 
All nature . in ſtill repoſe . BSI 

Her voice alone to hear, Fre 
That gently roll'd the tuneful wave; - 
She ſpoke and bleſt my ear: 


I 3 « Take, 


E — 


ele, take; whote*er of bleſs or r 


— 
= 1 


The woods ſtruck u 
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1% You fondly fancy mine ; 


« Whate'er of joy or bleſs I boaſt, - 


“% Love renders wholly thine.” 
to he ſoſt gale 
'to move; 


The leaves were 


The feather'd choir reſum'd their voice, 


And wonder fill'd the grove. 


The hills and 8 toad 


The lambkins te 
With all his murnijurs Yarrow teil d 
The ſong of taumph by. 
Above, beneath, around, all on 

Was verdure, beauty, ſong 1 


5 1 ſnatch'd her to my trembling b reaſt 4 : 


All nature 30 U . 


* a S* as a — 


4 


Jenny, 


C eee eee 
Cooing like the mountain-dove, 
ve - ſoftneſs harbour; - | - 


Colin. 
A 


became the child of love. 
long in mutmuts 1 


Sigh 


Oft her native ſpirit-ſmoothing, 


ng by her Cole s ſide, 


bing told ber love. lorn tale - 


Eads: e x | 
w_— by the tricklinþ & fountain, * 
: 


= worth and charms recountiag,.. ol iy 


Long ſhe trove to bechis bride.” 


3 | Not the lily's vivid-laining, - 


Not che roſe in budding grace, 


Don theit utmoſt beauties POW... 


Equal lovely Jenny's face.' 


e, did her warblings. hover 
* with . art „ 


* 
— 
= 
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Every ſwain became her lover 
But the ſwain who ſtole her heart. 


Deaf to every fond entreaty, 
Beauty had not pow'r to move: 
Colin's boſom wou'd not pity; _ 
Colin was averſe to love. 
Ev'ry art that love cou'd teach her, © 
PraQtis*'d Jenny on her wann: 
No the play'd the kind beſeecher, 
Now ſhe tun'd the vocal ſtrain. 


Ev'ry art, however, failing, 7 3:78 FAIRS 
Kindneſs meeting but difdain ; | FK 
Cupid ſaw, and mourn'd ber ailing g 
And the urchin heal'd her pain. 


Meeting Jenny on the mountain, 
Wand'ring like the ſtranger lone; ver © 

From his aby car diſmounting, © _ © 
Thus he ſpoke with fimp'ring tone: 


10 Lovely nymph, let me adviſe re 
« How ts cure your boſom's pain; 

« If you wiſh the Twain to prize ye, 
« Seemrto hold him im diſd aim. 


« Fickle ſhepherds always ſcorn xe - 
« When you melt within theirarms; _ 

« But with careleſs air adorn ye, © 
« And they'lt periſh for your charms.” 


Jenny ſweetly Cupid thanking, 
uickly follow'd tis advice © | 

With diſdain her boſom pranking, = 

Still ſhe ſhunn'd hey Colin's eyes © | 
Colin ſaw, and mourn'd. her changin 
, Netted a her ſcornful air; ” 

d, with piteous viſage-crioging,, 

Strove to woo. the alter'd far. 

5 NN b 4, | | | hs Long 


— 
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3 tow ſhe held him at: deen, 
Fg Paying all his former a 102 HS 

But at length, with fond com . 4. 5 

5 The became her Cal's brid a f 


— 


Coun e e me, and be wy ©Y x wn | 
And we will all the pleaſures prove | 
That bills and valleys, pl ap and held, vid wat | 
And all the craggy mountains pied. | 


. « © CM tkru$ 


There will we fit upon the rocks GE F 
8 Ape eir flocks WS, 

| low rivers, to whoſe falls. 
x DIS birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, CEW : 
With a thouſand fragrant pete z: 
A cap of flowers, and 4 kirt] 8 | 
Embroider'd all with leaves. - myrtle : "HOP © 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs a pill " 
5 S;ippers lin'd choicely for the OR 75 0 3 
Wu buckles of th get gold chard 


A belt of ſtraw, and iry bude, \ ix i of A 
Wich coral claſps, and amber 2 r 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee 2 n Y 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


The ſhepherd-ſwains ſhall dance and 3 
For thy delight each May morning 
If cheſe delights Þy mind may move, —_ 


— — — otooc ects . 3 
F that the world and love were young. 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 


$ Theſe pretty g might me move 
il To Tie with thee 2 = 


But 


: 


d 15 J | 
But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage, and rocks _y_ cold; 


And Philomel meth dum 
And all complain of cares to come. 


The flow'rs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yield? 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is Fancy's ſpring, but Sorrow's fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 1 
- Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reaſon rotten. = 
Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds - 
All theſe in me no means can m e e. 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 
But cou'd youth laſt, and-love-ſill breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need; 
Then thoſe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, 441 be thy love. K 


1 9 , * 
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ne. 


Ir was a friar of orders gray, | 
Walk'd forth to tell his beads; 
And.he met with a lady fair, * | 

Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 
Now Chriſt thee ſave, thou rey'rend friar, 

I pray thee tell to me, hai Rk 
If ever at yon holy ſhrine 

My true love thou didft ſee, 


And how ſhould I know your true love 
From many another one? 

O by his cockle hat and ſtaff, 
And by his ſandal ſhoon: 

But chiefly by his face and mien, 
That were ſo fair to view ; 


*% 


His flaxen-locks that 3 curl, 
And eyne of lovely blue. 


O lady; he is dead and gone! 
Lady, he's dead and gone! 
And at his bead a green-grals turf, . 
And at bis heels à tone. 


Withio theſe holy oe ters ſong 
He languiſh'd, be died, 


| * of a lady's love, © 


plaining of her pride. 


a bore bim bareſac'd on * bier 


Six proper youths and tal 
And many a tear bedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirk- -yard wall. LESS 


And art thou dead, thou gentle youth 4 ,, 


And art thou dead and gone 


And did'ſt thou die for love of me l 


Break, cruet beart of fene! 


O weep not, lady i weep not ſo; 
Some ghoſtly comfort ſeek: + 


Let not vain ſorrow rive thy heart, 


Nor tears bedew thy cheek. The 


O do not, do not, holy friar, 
My ſorrow now reprove ; 


For i have loſt the ſweeteſt youth 


That e'er won lady's love. 


And now, alas ! for thy ſad loſs 
PII evermore weep and figh ; 
For thee I only wiſh'd to live, 
For thee I wiſh to die. = 


- Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 


Thy ſorrow is in vain ; | 
For, violets pluck'd, the ſweeteſt ſhow'rs 
Will ner moos grow again. 


Our 


{ 107 
Our :0y8 28 winged dreams do y ; 
Why then ſhould ſorrow laſt ? 


Since grief but aggravrates thy wh 
Grieve not for What is paſt. 


O ſay not ſo, thou holy friar ; 
I pray thee, ſay not ſo: 
For ſince my true-love died for me, 
'Tis meet my tears ſhou d flow. 


And will he never come again? 
Will he ne'er come again? 

Ah no! he is dead, aid in is grave, 
For ever to remain. 


His cheek was redder than the roſe, 
The comelieft youth was he: 
But he is dead, and laid iu * 
Alas! and wo 4s me! X 


Sigh no more, lady, Gigh ao more, 
Men were deceivers ever: 

One foot on ſea, and one on ld. 
To one thing conſtant never. 


Had'ſt thou been fond, TA had . 
And left thee ſad and heavy; 

For young men ever were fickle found, 
Since ſummer-trees were leafy. 


Now ſay not ſo, thou holy friar ; 
I pray thee ſay not fo : 

My love he had the trueſt heart; 

O he was ever true! | 


And art thou dead, thon mock -loy'd youth! 


And didſt thou die for me? 
Then farewel, home; for 2 
A pilgrim I will be. 
But firſt upon my true-love's grave 
My weary limbs I'll lay ; Pn 


And 8 Pll-kiſs the green - graſa 1 | 


That wraps his * clay. 


Yet 


Vet "EY fait lady reſt a while 
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Beneath this eloyſter- wall: 


See, th 


And drizziy ruin doth fall. 


O ſtay me not; thou holy frier; 


O ſtay me nat, I pray ; 


No drizzly rain that falls on oe, 


Can waſh my fault awey. 


Yet ſtay, fair lady, torn wg 


And dry thoſe pearly tears; 


bY For fee beneath this 

Thy own true-love appears. 
Here, fore d by grief, and -h 
Theſe holy weeds I fov 


And here amid theſe lonely 
To end my days I thought. 


gown of grey 


1 for my year of e 


Now farewel grief, and welcome Joy | 


Is not yet paſed away, 


the hawthorn blown the cold win 


© * 4% k 


— love, 
Neale * a 


1 


P x1 © —_ 
* 


** f — 


_ Mi ht I till hope to win th love, 964 
No loager wowld #-by-? - 75 F on 


Once more unto 'my heart ; | 
For fince I have found thee, lovely 48 
W We 


4 . 


—_— 


n 


% 


IS aighit 3 ak, on "the ai of ſtorms | MW 


' While round her ſhrick fantaſtic forms . 
Of ghoſts, that hate the day. 


Ober rocks the torrent roars amain, | 


- 


Alone doth Colma ftray ; 


The whirlwind's voice is high: 


| To fave her from the wind and rain, 


No friendly ſhelter nigh ! 


Riſe moon! kind ftars n 
* mm me to the plac p< 


7 


— 


— 
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. 


r 
Where reſts my love, &ercome with toil, | 
And wearied with the chace. — 


light ! direct me, helpleſs maid! 
here, ſitting on the ound, 
His bow uaſtrung is near him laid, | 8 
His panting dogs around. 4 > 
Elſe by the rock, the ſtream belide, 
I here muſt fit me down ; 


While howls the wind, and roars the *. < 
My lover's call to drown. | 


Ah! why, my Salgar this delay? © 
Where ſtray thy ling'rin feet? 


Didſt thou not promiſe in the day 
Thy love at night to meet? 


Here is the rock; and here the tree; 
Thine own appointed ſpot: x 
Thy promiſe canſt thou break. with me? + 
And is my love forgot? 


For thee I'd dare my brother's pride; | 

My father's houſe wou'd fly: | . 
For thee forſake my mother's fide ; 

With thee to live and die. 


Kind moon! thou giv'ſt a friendly light ; 
And, lo! the glaſſy ſtream, 

And the grey rocks, through _— nights 5 
Rees thy ſilver beam. - oy 


Yet I deſcry not Salgar's form; os LM 


No dogs before him run. 
Shall I notperiſh by the ſtorm, 
Before to-morrow's ſun ? | 


But what behold I oh the heath? 
My love! my brother! laid —— 


O ſpeak, my friends ! nor hold your breath, 
1 affight a trembling maid, © Iz 


7 5 "They 


| ( e) 
I 0 not: 
| A ene 
Here lie their angry words, ſtill red | 
And bleeding | om the fight, + 


Ahl wh Las, by, Sa dais 
| x1 Bebe lus, by. lg 27 <P 


Why Salgar murder'd on * . 
Buy one to me ſo neax ? 


Friends, of my ebpice.! how lord were bak! 
o now your, fame ſha]l'taiſe? 
| Who ſing my loyer's plighted troth? 
My brother's Tong of-praiſe * 


Of thouſands. lowely,: Salgar's face 
Was lovelieſt to the fight : 
Renown'd wy brother for the chace, $ 
9 And terrible in ght. > | | 


Sons of my love! ſpeak, once agnia — 
Ah no ! to death v prey. \ 

| Silent they are, and muſt remain; \ 

\ For cold their breaſts of clay. 


No raife, ye friends of theſe the. dead, hy 
On this ſad ſpot their, tomb; 75 
But cloſe not up their narrow bed, 
Till hapleſs Colma come. 107 


For why behind them ſhou'd I lays, 
Whoſe life is now a dream, ? | "SE 

Together here our corſes lay 
Befide the murm'ring-fiream. 


- So ſnhall my hiv? ing ghoſt de ſeen, 
Lamenting o'er the lain, KY 
As homeward hies the hunter keen, = 
Benighted on the plain. 


Vet ſhall he, fearleſs, paſs along, 
And lend hig liſt' ning ear: 


For ſweet, tho? ſad, ſhall be my ſong, 
For friends I lov'd ſo dear. 8 


: . WHY 


% 


em 


WHY Reale from my bofom the gh ? ?: 
. Why fix'd is my gaze on the ground? 


Come, give me my pipe, and I'll try © 
To baniſh'my cares with the found. 


Twas taught by Lavinia fweet (mile, 
In the mirth-loving chorus to join: 

Ah me ! how unweeting the while! 

' Lavinia—can never be mine! 


Another, more happy, the"maid 

By fortune is deſtin'd to'bleſsz 
Tho the hope has forſook that betray'd, 
Vet why ſhou'd 1 love her the leſs? 


Her beauties are bright as the morn 4 
With rapture I counted them o'er : 

Such virtues thoſe beauties adorn ; | 
I knew her, | and*prais'd them no more. 


But why of her charms ſhou'd I tell, 
Ah me ! whom her charms have undone ? 
Yet I love the reflection too well, 
The painful reflection to ſhun. 


Ye ſouls of more delicate kind, 

Who feaſt not on pleafure alone, 

Who wear the ſoſt ſenſe of the mind. 
To the fons of the world ſtill unknown; 


Ye know, tho? I catinot expreſs, _ ; 
Why I fooliſhly. doat on my pain; 

Nor will ye believe it the leſs, * 
That I have not the ſkill to complain. 


I lean on my hand with a gh; 
My friends the foft ſadneſs condemn; 
Yet, methinks, tho“ I cannot tell why, 
I ſhou'd hate to be metry like them. 


When I walk'd in the pride of the dawn, 


Methought all the region look'd._ bright: 


Has ſweetneſs forſaken the lawn ? 


For, methinks, 1 grow fad at the ght. 


K 2 


When 


. 
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When I ſtood by the ſtream, I have thought - 
There was mirth in the gurgliog ſoft 1 F 


But now *tis a. ſorrowful note, 
And the banks are. all gloomy around! 


I have laugh'd at the jeſt of a friend; 


Now they lavgb, and I know not the cauſe 1 


: Tho? I ſeem with my looks to attend, : 


How filly! Iafſk what ; it was. 


They fog the ſweet: ſong of the May; 


They ſing it with mirth and with glee :- 
Sure I once 2 the ſonnet was gay, 
But now tis all ſadneſs to me. 


Ob! give me the dubious ligbt 


That gleams through tbe quiveri ſhade” ; 
Oh! give me the horrors of night, * 
By gloom and by filence array'd! _ | 


Let me walk where the ſoſt · xiſiag ware 
Has piQur'd the moon on its breaſt; | 


; Let me. walk where the new-cover'd grave. 


Allows the pale lover to reſt !. 177 


When ſhall I in its re womb... 
Be laid with my ſorrows aſleep! 77075 


Shou'd Lavinia but chance on my tomb 


I eouꝰ'd. die if I-thought ſhe-wou'd. wetp. 


Perhaps, if the ſouls of the juſt - _ 
Revilit theſe manſions of care, ; 
It may be my favourite truſt 
To watch o'er the fate of the fair: 


| Perhaps the ſoft thought of her breaſt 


With rapture more favour'd to warm; 
Perhaps, if with ſorrow oppreſt,. +4 
Her ſorrow with patience to arm. 


Then ! then I in the tendereſt part, 
May 1. whiſper, . Poor Colin was true; 


And mark if a heave of her heart 


The thought of her Colin purſue, 
| : , : PA- 


8 us). 


PASSIONATE. AND: ; DESCRIPTIVE. 
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| Love! who cab thy Nr 


All that haunt earth, ain, and ſea, 
Own thy force, and bow to thee. 


All the dear lachanting day, 
Celia ſteals 5 back away; 
All the tedious enely night, 

Celia ſwims before my fight. 


All that temptingly beguiles, 
Sparkling mer and Ampling luiles; 
3 chart, and every grace, | 
Shine in Celia's beauteous face. 


Open, gep*rous, free from art, 
Virtue Los ng within her heart; 

Modeſty ruth combin' d, 

Suit her perſon to her mind. 


Happy, happy were the ſwain, 8 
Who mi Ni ſuch a prize obtain; : 
Other joyt be need not prove, | 

Biel W ck in Celia? s love. 


— Hy "PY * r py * 


—_ 


ELIA's ſmile is 2 to me, 
Wealth and rank and anceſtry; 
She the nobleſt lineage proves, 
Siſter of a thouſand loves? - \ 


Eyes that languiſh, heart that glows, 
All the ſcience Delia knows ! 

Charms like theſe cou'd learning give ? 
Love with wit can never live. 


_—__ > The 


| bw ) 


| The kiſs, the High, the tender look, 
Our language—all from nature's book! 
| ies only to impant 


Mutual pleaſures to the heart. 


Her voice the-ſoul's ſoft mufic-plays,. 

In one ſweet word a thouſand ſays: —_ 
Her face, a flow'r of-vernal morn, 

That opens, and a ſmile is born, 
The eons of her beauteous-breaſt 

Seem of two gentle ſouls poſſeſt: 


>. = _ Advancing now with fond deſire, 
They now with modeſty retire. 


Fa . 


= — 


0528 I were the new- blown fſow'r, 
Which, in the morn, fair Polly crops, . 
And on her breaſt ſpends ey'ry hour, 
Till its delightful bloſſom drops. 


Oh that I were the gentle breeze, | 

Which cools her cheeks and waves her hair; 

Which, for her charms, expires at caſe,, 
dl. In ſpite of jealous Flora's care. 7 


Oh that I were the warbling bird, | 
Whoſe ſohgs bright Polly ſweetly loves; 

Whoſe ſweet harmonious notes, preferr'd, 
Make her forget to leave the groves. 


| Oh that I were the fountain clear, 

_ Which, when the ſun diſplays his light, 

| | " Receives, with joy, my lovely fair, 

; Who ſeems, like Venus, ever bright. 
Oh, gods were I that cryſtal ſtream, . ' 

7 Soon wou'd my glowing waves inſpire 
Pardon, my love, my ardent flame, 


I wou'd-be all that you deſire. 
= WHEN 
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WHEN midnight reigns, old Care gives place 
In other breaſts to rich repoſe; - 
The fiend from mine no pow'r can chace, 
Love and Matilda ſtill my foes. - 


At morn, when Phebus” riling ray 
Repels the ſombre ſhades of night,. 
Anguiſh inſpires my love-lorn lay, 
And dims with tears my fick'ning ſight. 


At noon,. amid the ſolar ſhine, 
'Tis anguiſh ſtill that ſmites the lyre; 


At evening, tho” the ſun declines, 


She with the ſun will not retire. 


Alike to me or ſun or. ſhade,. 
Or morn. or eve, or noon or night ;- 

By doubts depreſs'd, by fears diſmay'd, 
I dread the dark, I loath the light. 


Then haſten, haſten, gentle death; 
O ſpeed me to thy long repoſe ! 

Gladly ſhall I refign my breath, 
Love and Matilda ſtill my foes. 


8 


_ _— 


* 


T9 him that in an hour muſt die, 
Not ſwifter ſeems that hour to fly, 
Than flow the minutes ſeem to me, 


Which keep me froth the fight of thee. 


No more that trembling wretch wou'd give 
Another day or. year to live, 
Than I to ſhorten what remains 


Of that long hour which thee detains. 


O come to my impatient arms ! 

O come, with all thy heav'oly charms !: 
At once to juſtify and pay 

The pain I feel from this delay. 


THE 


I. 1 


[E heavy hours are ubmoſt paſt 


That part my love and me: 


a 


My lo ing eyes may at laſt 
e nly wiſh to ſee. "x 


But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loft ſo long ? | 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you, in every look, declare 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame ? 

And heal each idly anxious care 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene 
When ſhortly we ſhalt meet; 

And try what yet remains, between, 
Of loĩt'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
If T am doom'd, at length; to find 
You have forgot to love; 8 | 
All I of Venus-aſk is this, AR TE! 
No more to let us join; | 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, - 
__Todie, and think you mine. 


80 Peer ſounds ! "ad to the i file 
ſecret wounds impart ; 

Tell all I hope, tell all I fear, 

Each motion in my heart. 


But ſhe, *methioks, is lift 'ning now 
Io ſome enchanting ftrain ; | 
The ſmile that triumphs o'er hee brow, 
Seems not to heed. my pain. 


Ves, plaintive ſounds ! yet, yet delay, : 
Howe'er my love repine; 
Let that gay minute paſs away, 


The ** is thine, 
» Yes, 
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Les, plaintive ſounds! no longer croſt, 


Your griefs ſhall ſoon. be oer; 


Her cheek, 3 now, has loſt 


Yes, plaintive ſounds ! ſhe now is Fours ; 


The ſmile it late 


y wore. 


'Tis now your time to move: 


Eſſay to ſoften all her pow'rs, 


Ceaſe, plaintive ſounds ! your taſk is done 3 


Proves o'er her heart the conqueſt won; 


And be that ſoftneſs love. 


That anxious tender air 


I ſee you melting there. 


Return, ye ſmiles! return again ; 


I yield up to your c 


Return, each {prightly grace 
arming reign 
All that enchanting face. 


I take no outward ſhew amiſs, 


Rove. where they will, her eyes ; 


Still Jet her ſmiles each ſhepherd bleſs,. 


— 


So ſhe but hear my ſighs. 


- 


_ 


1 


— — —— 


F ever thou didſt joy to bind 
Two hearts in equal paſſion join'd, - 


O ſon of Venus ! hear me now, 
And bid Florella bleſs my vow. 


If any bliſs reſerv'd for me 


Thou in the leaves of fate ſhould'ſt ſee ; 


If any white propitious hour, 
Pregnant with hoarded joys in ſtore ; 


Now, now the mighty treaſure give, 
In her for whom alone I live: 

In ſterling love pay all the fum, 
And I'll abſolve the fates to come. 


In all the pride of full-blown charms, 


Yield ber, relenting, to my arms: 


V % 
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Her boſom touch with ſoft deſires, 
And let her feel what ſhe inſpires. 


But, Cupid, if thine aid be vain 
The dear reluctant maid to gain 
If ſtill with cold averted eyes | 
She daſh my hopes, and ſeorn my fighs ; 


5 O grant ('tis all I aſk of thee) 
That I no more may change than ſhe ! 
But ſtill with duteous zeal love on, 
When every gleam of hope is gone. 
Leave me then alone to languiſh ; 
Think not time can beal my anguiſh ; 


Pity the woes which I endare ; 
But never, never grant a cure. 


: .# V . Sa tenth. Ald Sa. AM £426. 1 — 


A. 
' 


HEN firſt upon your tender cheek 
I ſaw the mora of beauty break 
With mild and cheering beam, 

I bow'd before your infant ſhrine; 
The earlieſt fighs you had were mine, 

And you my darling theme. 5 1 


I faw you in that opening morn 
For beauty's boundleſs empire born, 
And firſt confeſs*d your ſway ; 
And ere your thoughts, devoid of art, 
Cou'd learn the value of a heart, 
I gave my heart away. 
| I watch'd the dawn of evry grace , 
And gaz'd upon that angel face, 
While yet 'twas fafe to gaze; 
And fondly bleſs'd each riſing charm, 


©, 


Nor thought ſuch innocence cou'd harm ' 
The peace of future days. | 


The awful noon of beauty reigns, 1 


\ 4 F But now, deſpotic, 0*er the plains, 
| 


) 


( ng. }- 


And kneeling crowds adore : Re, 
Theſe charms ariſe too fiercely bright; 
Danger and death attend the fight, 

And I muſt hope no more. 


Thus to the niſi of day 

Their early Ce U Peda pay, 
And bleſs the ſpreading fire, 

Whoſe glowing chariot mounting ſoon 

Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 
They ſicken and expire. bt 


— 


— 4 ä ——Y EU __ D T_T YTTaTIaT To . 


* 


Her oft, Louiſa, haft thou ſaid 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt difown) 
Thou wou'd*ſ not lofe Anthonio's love, 

To reign the partner of a throne? © 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind; 
And by this hand I preſs'd to mine; 
To gain a ſubject nation's love, 
I ſwear I wou'd not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 
Who own what kingdoms cou'd not buy? 

Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen; 
And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bleſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 


And I'll take kingdoms. back from thine. 


— n —— 
9 = 


FAIL to the myrtle ſhade ! * 
All hail to the nymphs of the fields! 
Kings wou'd not here invade 

The pleaſure that virtue yields. 
Beauty here opens her arms, 
To ſoften the languiſhing mind, 
And Phillis unlocks her charms: 
Ah Phillis! olv why ſo unkind! f 
\ Phillis, 
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Phillis, thou ſoul of love! © tf — 
Thou joy of the neighbouring ſwains ! 
Phillis, that crowns the grove, ** T3 
And Phillis that gilds the plains : 
Phillis, that ne'er had the ſkill 
To paint, to patch, and be fine; 
Yet Phillis whoſe eyes can kill, 
Whom natyre hath made divine. 


Phillis, whoſe'charmiog ſon 
Makes labour and pain a Jelight 3 
Phillis, that makes the day young, 
And ſhortens the live- long gkl: g 
Phillis, whoſe lips like May 
Still laugh at the ſweets they bring; 
Where love never knows decay, 


But ſits with eternal ſpring. 


O Nancy, wilt thou go with me, 5 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The — cot and ruſſet go won? 

No longer dreſt in filken een, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare; 
Say, canf thou quit each courtly ſcene, 


— Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy, when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, canſt thou face the parching ray, 
or ſhrink before the wintry wind? 
O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear; 
Nor, fad, regret each courtly ſcene, ' 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy, canſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to go? 

Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 
To ſhare with him the pangs of wo ? 


& „ E rr eme 4a Aa —— 
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Say, ſhou'd diſeaſe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 


Nor, wiſtful, thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 

Wilt thou receive bis parting breath? 

Wilt thou repreſs each firuggling figh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death ? 

And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 

Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ? 

Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 

. Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


H ye ſeen the morning ſky, 
When the dawn prevails on high, 
When, anon, ſome purple ray, 

Gives a ſample of the day, 

When, anon, the lark on'wing, 

Strives to ſoar, and ſtrains to dag 


Have ye ſeen th” ethereal blue, 
Gently ſhedding filv'ry dew, 
Spangling o'er the ſilent green; 
While the nightingale, unſeen, 
To the moon and ſtars full bright, 
Loneſome chants the hyma of night? 


Have ye ſeen the broider'd May, 
All ber ſcented bloom diſplay 
Breezes op'ning, ey'ry hour, 

This and that expeRing flow'r ; 
While the mingling birds prolong, 
From each buſh, the vernal ſong 


Have ye ſeen the damaſk roſe 
Her unſully'd bluſh diſcloſe ; 
Or the lily's dewy bell, 

In her gloſſy white excel; 

Or a garden vary'd o'er 

With a thouſand glories more ? 


L | By 


1 


I feel the loft refifilels dame 
Glide ſwift through all my vital frame. 


| GTEET are the banks when ſpring perfumes 


* 


Unheard I mourn, unknown I figh, 


— 


By the beauties theſe diſplay, 
Morning, evening, night, or day; 
By the pleaſures theſe excite, 

Endleſs ſources of delight! _ 
Judge by them the joys I find, 

Since my Roſalind was kind; 

Since ſhe did herſelf reſign 

To my vows, for ever mine. 


A. 


"RL fatal ſhafts unerring move, 
I bow before thine altar, Love; 


For while I gaze, my boſom glows, 
My blood in tides impetuous flows ; 
Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll, 
And floods of tranſport whelm my ſoul. . 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain 

In ſoothing numbers to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken fighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear, 


Unfriended live, unpity'd die. 


—_— 


— 


The verdant plants and laughing flow'rs ; 
Fragrant the violet as it blooms, ; 
And ſweet the bloſſoms after ſhow'rs ; 
Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 
That fans the golden orange-prove ; 
But oh ! how ſweeter far than theſe 
The kiſſes are of her I love, 


. 


Ye roſes ! bluſhing in your beds, 
That with your odours ſcent the air; 
Ye lilies chaſte ! with filver heads, 
As my Cleora's boſom fair ; 
No more I court your balmy ſweets : 
For I, and I alone, can prove, 
How ſweeter, when each other meets, 
The kiſſes are of her I love. | 


Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 
Their ren leſſon firſt I caught; 
Her ſenſe, her friendſhip, next confin'd 

The willing pupil ſhe had taught. 
Shou'd fortune, ſtooping from the ſky, 

Conduct me to her bright alcove; 

Yet, like the turtle, I ſhou'd die, 

Denied the kiſs of ber 1 love. 


_—_y 


_— —— — 


Eareſt Kitty, kind and ſair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where; 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When we thus ſhall meet again ? 
When ſhall Strephon fondly ſee 
Beauties only found in thee ? 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live-long day. 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where? 


All the happy day, *tis true, 

Bleſs'd, bands Bl with you ; 
Nightly Strephon ſings alone, 

Sighs till —— 2 one. 
Tell me then, and eaſe my pain; 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine? 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 

Tell me when II cave not where: 


L 3 | MY 
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dear miſtreſs has a heart, | 
Soft as thoſe kind Jooks ſhe gave me, 
When with love's reſiſtleſs art, | | 
And her eyes, ſhe did enſlave me : 
But her conſtancy's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous heart wou'd break 
Shou'd we hve one day aſunder. 


Melting joys about her move, 
Wounding pleaſures, killing bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
And her lips can arm with kiſſes. 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks; 
She's my delight, all mankind's wonder; 
But my jealous heart wou'd break 
Shou'd we live ane day aſunder. . 


_ 22 


A the ſnepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languil, 
To bear the ſcoraful fair - one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
Yet eager looks, and dying fighs, 
My ſecret ſoul diſcayer ; | 
While rapture trembling through mine eyes, 
Reveals how much I love her. 
The tender glance, the redning cheek, 
O' erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
A thobland various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh ! that form ſo — "bw; fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes fo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So —_— beguiling. 8 
Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
$till will my hopes purſue thee. 
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Then when my t&diquy/hours ate pail 
Be this laſt bleſilag given, 

Low at thy feet to breaths my laſts 
And dic in fight ob heawn. 


o 
© + % 
. 


—_——— 


n * 
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YE ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain, 
Approach from your ſports, and attend to my ftrain ; 
Amongſt all your number a lover ſa true, 

Was ne'er ſo undone. with ſuoh bliſs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted ag mine? 

She knows me fincere, and ſhe fees how I pine: 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath ; 
But calmly and titdty refigns me to death. © 


She calls me her friend, but hen lover denies ; 

She ſmiles when I'm cheerful, hut hears not wy ſighs. 
A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 

Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! 


I fall at her feet, and implore her with tears: 

Her anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 

My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I lumber, ſtill haunted with care, 
I tart up in anguiſh, and ſigh for the fair: 

The fair ſleeps in peace; may ſhe ever do ſo! 

And only when dreaming imagine my wo. 


Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire ; 

Nor think ſhe ſhou'd love whom ſhe cannot admire ; 
Huſh all thy complaining 3 and, dying her ſlave, 
Commend her to heav'n, and thyſelf to the grave. 


po 
e 
— 


Erhaps it is not love, ſaid I, 
That melts my ſoul when Flavia's nigh z 
| Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 
One may be pleasd, and yet be free. 
L 3 The 
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The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 

It needs no lover's eye to find; | g 
The hermit freezing in his cell | 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love averſe to bear 


The ſervile chain that lovers wear, 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 


My doubts diſpel —it is not love— 


Oh! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine 
In any form leſs fair than thine ? 
It is—it 18 love's ſubtile fire, 


And under friendſhip lurks defire. 


* 


4 


Blow, blow, thou ſummer's breeze, 


- 
* 


O gently fan the trees, - 
hat — yon fragrant bow'r ; 
Where Anna, lovelieſt maid! | | y 
On nature's carpet laid, | 
. Enjoys the ev'ning hour. ; | | 
Hence, hence, ye objects fou. , 
The beetle, bat, and owl, ut | 
The hagworm, newt, and toad ; ? 


But fairy elves, unſeen, 
May gambol o'er the green, 
AN circle her abode. 


Shed, ſhed thy ſweeteſt beams, WW. 
In party-colour'd ftreams, | 1 

| Thou fount of heat and light: | 
No, no; withdraw thy ray; | | 

Her eyes diffuſe a day 


As kind, as warm, as bright. 


Breathe, breathe thy incenſe, May ; | | 
Ye flow'rs, your homage pay, | 


To one more fair and ſweet : Y 


* 
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Ye opꝰ ning roſe-buds, ſned 
Vour fragrance round her head; 

' Ye lilies, kiſs her feet. 
Flow, flow, thou cryftal rill, 
With tinkling gurgles fill 

The mazes of the grove : 
And ſhou'd thy murm'ring ſtream 
Invite my love to dream, 


O may ſhe dream of love. 


Sing, fing, ye feather'd choir, 
And melt to fond deſire 

Her too obdurate breaft : 
Then, in that tender hour, 
I'll Real into the bow'r 

And teach her to be bleſt. 


* 


T5 not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 

That ſwim with pleaſure and delight; 

Nor thoſe fair heav'nly arches which ariſe 
O'er each of them to ſhade their light: 

'Tis not that hair which plays with ev'ry wind, 
And loves to wanton round thy face ; 

Now ſtraying o'er thy forehead, now behind 
Retiring with inſidious grace. | 

'Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
As new-ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair.; | 

Nor even that gentle ſmile, the heart's delight, 
With which no ſmile cou'd &er compare: 

'Tis not that chin ſo round, that neck ſo fine, 
Thoſe breafts that ſwell to-meet my love ; 

That eaſy ſloping waiſt, that form divine, 
Nor aught = fag nor aught above. 


'Tis not the living colours over each, 

By nature's fineſt pencil wrought, | 
To ſhame the freſh-blown roſe,. and blooming peach, 
And mock the happieſt painter's thought: 1 

3 * ut 
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But *tis that gentle minth,'thad ardent _s 7 
So kindly an . 


That grace with whic 
That thus have ſet A y foul on fre 


8 


HEN Gerede Tests flags, 


Each new air reds bri 8 2 
Now I reſolve, and 0 ing 


Now I triumph, 2 „ Mal 
Frolic now, now faint I 

Now I freeze, and now 1 gl low. 
The panting zephyrs — it 
And trembli wg on her Ups Eke, ſays i 14 ft 


Trembling with divided blifs ; | 
Till, by her breath repuls'd, they fly, 
And in low pleaſing murmurs die. 

Nor do I aſk that ſhe wouy'd give, 

By ſome new note, the pow r to live ; 

I wou'd, exp Wee with the ſound, 
Die on the pe that give the wound, : 
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ADIED, 3 ye Arena thet a flow; 

Ye vernal airs, that ſoſtly blow ; ' 
Ye plains, by blooming ſpring array d: 

Ye birds, that warble through the ſhade.;/ 

- Unhurt from you my ſoul cou'd fly, 70 
Nor drop one tear, nor heaye one fgh;z © 
But, fore*d' from Delia's charms to . 
All joy deſerts my droopiug heart. - 47 55 Þ5 ha 
O fairer than the dewy morn, | BE 
When flow'rs the verdant fields adorn ; ; 1 
Unſullied as the genial ray, gd wax 
an VAR the baby brorge of May, ; me a 4 

| Thy 


l 


Thy charms divinely bright appear 

And add new ſplendour to hs vous RD) | 
Improve the day with freſh delight, 1 100 
And gild with joy the dreary night. 15 


„ — 
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HO? Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be fincere 

I'll toaſt her in a bumper, 

If all the belles were here. 


What tho? no diamonds ſparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt, plain apparel ; 
No patches, paint, nor airs ; 
In debt alone to nature, 
An angel ſhe appears. 
From gay coquettes, "high-finiſh'd,” 
My Chloe takes no rules; 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, 


The hearts of all the fools. 


Who wins her muſt bave merit, 
Such merit as her own; 

The graces all poſſeſſing, 
Yet knows not ſhe has one. 


Then grant me, gracious heav'n, 
The gifts you moſt approve ; 

And Chloe, charming Chloe ! 
Will bleſs me with her love. 


4 


— — —— 


B* Love too long depriv'd of reſt, | 
Fell tyrant of the human breaſt! 
His vaſſal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant late I ſpurn'd the chain. 


In 
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In verſe, in proſe, I ſung and ſwore 
No charms ſhou?'d e er enſlave me more; 
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye, 
Again ſhou'd force one tender figh, 


Then freedom's praiſe inſpix'd my tongue, 
With Freedom's praiſe the — rung, 
And every night, and every day, 
* thus pour d th enraptor'd lay: 

« My cares are gone, my ſorrows ceaſe, 
« My breaſt regains its wonted peace; 

« And joy and hope returning prove, 

«© That reaſon is too ſtrong for love.” 


Such was my boaſt ; but, ab how vain! 
How ſhort was reaſon's vaunted reign! 

The firm reſolve I form'd a while, 

How weak, oppos'd to Clara's ſmile! 
Chang'd is the ftrain ; the valleys round 
With freedom's praiſe no more reſound; q 


But every night and every day, 
My full heart paurs the alters hy. | 


* 


K 


T* ſmiling plains, profuſely gay, - 

Are dreſt in all the pride of May; 
The birds around in every vale, 
Breathe rapture on the vocal gale. 
But, ah! Miranda, without thee, 
Nor ſpring nor ſummer {miles on me ! 
All lonely in the Tecret ſhade, 
I mourn thy abſence, charming maid? 
O ſoft as love! as hendur fart 


—_— — 


O come! and to my bleeding heart 
Th' ambroſial balm of love impart! 
Thy preſence laſting joy ſhall bring, 
And give the year eternal ſpring. 


1 


JF wine and muſic have the pow'r 
To eaſe the ſickneſs of the ſoul, 
Let Phœbus every firing explore, 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ - 
To make my Chlge's abſence light, 
And ſeek for pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The ſorrows of this Iive-long night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return: 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great; 
Thy myrtles ftrew, thy odours burn, 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ftate. 
Kind goddeſs ! to no other pow'rs 
Let us to-morrow's bleffings own; 
The darling loves ſhall guide the hours, 
And all the day be thine alone. 


——_ — _ TT * * — ” WT 
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THE topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip the caſts to ſea; 

But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 

For tho? thy ſallor's bound afar, 

Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Shou'd landmen flatter when we're ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful] tale: 
No gallant ſailor ever fad. 
If love breath'd conſtant gales : 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſou], | 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 
| More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers, and not ſlaves: 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with ou. 


LY 


Theſe 
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Theſe are our cares: but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn' the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'r of France and Spain. 

Now England's glory reſts with you, 

Our ſails are full—ſweet girls, adieu! 


— ä I 


H me ! how heavy, and how ſlow, 
Does the dull veſſel move 
Blow, blow, ye gentle breezes, blow, 
And bear. me to my love. 
Abſent from her my ſoul eſteems | 
Bove all on earth that's dear; F — 
How long each tedious minute ſeems 
That keeps me ling' ring here! 


Blow, blow, ye gentle breezes, then, 
That curl the waving ſea | 

O blow! and bear — 0k again 
To her ſo dear to me. | 

Alas! nor blows the freſh'ning gales, 
Nor curls the waving ſea ; | 

Anxious I view the flack*ned ſails ; 
My Delia's far from me! 


When ſhall we, Delia, meet again? 
The thought my boſom warms:: 

Blow freſher yet, ye breezes, then, 

And bear me to her arms. 

But tedious tho*-my time now move, 
Yet when again we meet, 

Delia, with ſmiles, will crown my love, 
And make my joy complete. 
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(COME all ye-youths whoſe hearts Cer bled, 
| By cruel beauty's pride; 
Bring each a garland on his head, 

Let none his ſorrow's hide: 


But 
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But hand in hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſt tales of love; 

And ſee, when your complaints you join, 
If all your wrongs can equal mine, 


The happieſt mortal once was I, 
My heart.no ſorrows knew ; 
Pity the pain with which I die, 
But aſk not whence it grew : 
Yet if a tem ting fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, | 
| Tho? bright as heav'n, whoſe ſtamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my fate, and ſhun her ſnares. 


— 


W HEN your beauty appears 

In its graces and airs, 
All bright as an angel new dropt from the ſky ; 
At diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my fears, 
So ſtrangely you dazzle my eye ! 


But when without art, 

Your kind thoughts you impart; 

When your love runs in bluſhes thro? every vein; 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your heart; 
Then I know you're a woman again. 


There's a paſſion and pride 

In our ſex, ſhe reply*d, | 
And thus, might I gratify both, wou'd I do; 
Sill an angel appear to each lover beſide, 

But yet be a woman to you. 


— 


TELL me not I my time miſpend, 
'Tis time loſt to reprove me; 

Purſue thou thine, T have my end, 
So Chloris only love me. 


Tell me not others flocks are full, 
Mine poor; let them 1 me 
1 a 


( 134 ) 


Who more abound in milk and ak 
80 Chloris only prize me. 


Tire others eafier ears with theſe 
Unappertaining ſtories ; 

He never feels the worlds diſcaſe 
Who cares not for her glories. 


For pity, thou that wiſer art, 
Whoſe thoughts lie wide of mine, 
Let me alone with my own heart, 
And I'll ne'er envy thine. 


Nor blame him, who'er blamcs my wit, 
That ſeeks no higher prize, 

Than in unenry'd ſhades to fit, 
And ſing of Chloris' eyes. 


— 9 2" ON I "CO _—__—_AK_ 


Co Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſe 
For ſweeter ſure girl never gave 3 
But why, in the midſt of my bli 

Do you aſk me how many I'd haye? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, 

Then, pray thee, my charmer, be kind ; 
For whilſt I love thee above meaſure, 

To numbers I'Il ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are 8 
Count the flow'rs that enamel its fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are flraying, 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 

Go number the ſtars in the heaven, 
Count how many ſands on the ſhore ; 
When ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be craving for more, 


To a heart full of loye let me hold thee ; 
To a heart which, dear Chloe, is thine : 

With my arms I'll for ever enfold thee, 
And * round thy limbs like a vine. 


by 


What 
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What joy can be greater than this is ! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent ; 
But the wretch that can number his kiſſes, 
With few wilt be ever content. | 


r a . 


UTR in the bow'r with beauty bleſt 
The lov'd Amintor lies; 
While ſinking on Zelinda's breaſt 
He fondly kiſs'd her eyes; 


A waking nightingale, who long 
Had mourn'd within the ſhade, 
Sweetly renew'd her plaintive ſong 

And warbling through the glade. 


Melodious ſongſreſs, cried the ſwain, 
To ſhades leſs happy go 
Or if with us thou wilt remain, 
Forbear thy tuneful wo. . 


While in Zelinda's arms I lie, 
To ſong I am not free ; 

On her ſoft boſom while I gh, 
I diſcord find in thee. 


Zelinda gives me perfeQ joys ; 
Then ceaſe thy fond intruſion 

Be filent, muſic now is noiſe, 
Variety coufuſion. 


AIR and ſoft, and gay and young, X 
All charm ! ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, ſhe ſung ; 
There was no way to ſcape the dart, 
No care cou'd guard the lover's heart. 
Ah! why, cry'd I, and dropt a tear, 
(Adoring, yet deſpairing e'er 
To have her to myſelf alone) 
Was ſo much ſweetneſs made for one ? 


. Mz But 


— 
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But growing bolder, in her ear 

T in ſoft —— told my care : 

She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat. 
Like heaven's, too mighty to expreſs, 
My joys cou'd but be known by gueſs ! 
Ah fool! faid I, what have I done, 
To wiſh ber made for more than one? 


But long I had not been in view, 
Before her eyes their beams withdrew ; 
E*er I had reckon'd half her charms 
She ſunk into another's arms. 

But ſhe that once cou'd faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me: 
He, too, will ßad himſelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 


M* Jeany and I have toil'd 
The live- long ſummer's day, 
Till we were almoſt ſpoil'd, 
At making of the hay. 
Her kerchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd to her bonny brow : 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what is that to you ? 


Her ſtockings were of kerſ en 
And <5 ph ony filk ; it 
O, fic a leg was never ſeen ! 
Her ſkin was white as milk. 
Her hair was black as ane cou'd wiſh; 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mou! 
Ah! Jeany daintily can kiſs ; 
But what is that to you ? 


The roſe and lily baith combine 
To make my Jeany fair : 


There is nae beniſon like mine, 


I have amailt nae care. 
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But when another ſwain, my fair, 
Shall ſay you're fair to view; 
Let Jeany whiſper in his ear, 
Pray what is that to you? 


. . . "_ —_ . 1 a * 


— 


0 Lovely maid, how dear thy pow'r! 
At once I love, at once adore : 
With wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
While ſofteſt love inſpires my breaſt. 
This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am*rous maſter thine : 
Theſe eyes with Strephon's paſſion play, 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


Yes, charming victor, I am thine ; 
Poor as it is, this heart of mine 

Was never in another's pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by love before. 

In thee I've treaſur'd up my joy; 

Thou canſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy : 
And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 
While bliſs or miſery can move. 


Ol, ſhou'd I ne'er poſſeſs thy charms! 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms! 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone, 
Still wou'd I love, love thee alone: 
But, like ſome diſcontented ſhade, 
That wanders where its body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from my fair. f 


_— 


. 


T Hougbtleſs of all but love and you, 


From place to place I range; 
But ſtill no happineſs I'know, 
Nor pleaſure, by the change. 


M 3 The 
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The murm'ring ſtream, the fruitful field, 
The plain, the ſhady grove, 

Alike to me, no pleafure yield, 
When abſent from my love. 


Yet if my Delia but appears, 
How chang'd is all the ſcene ! 
Nature a gayer liv'ry wears, 


And I torget my pain, 


The murm'ring ftream, the fruitful field, 
The plain, the ſhady grove, N 

Alike to me, all pleaſure yield, 
When bleſt with her J love. 


ENN is a charming ereature, 
Rich in all the gifts of nature: 

Had ſhe thoſe of fortune too, 
Powder'd ſlaves wau'd then attend her; 
She might ſigh in ſtate and ſplendour, 
With a wretchedneſs in view. 


But fince Jenny has no dower, 

Some poor bee ſhall fip the flower, 
Butterflies ſtill. ſoar, above: 

Corydon with joy ſhall take ber, 

And ſhall reap, from one ſmall acre, 
More content than landlords prove. 


Since, gallants, *tis gold muſt win ye, 

And the moſt deſerving Jenny 
Wants the reconciling pence ;. 

Call not fortune blind, nor Cupid :. | 

Sparks are ſelfiſh, falſe, and ſtupid ;- 
Merit is above their ſenſe. 


_ 


* god of love and joy, 
Waaton roſy-winged boy, 
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Guard her heart from all alarms, 
Bring her deck'd in all her charms, 
Bluſhing, panting, to my arms. 


All the heav'n L afk below, 

Is to uſe thy darts and bow ; 
Cou'd I have them in my pow'r, 
One ſweet ſmiling happy hour, 
One ſweet woman Pd ſecure. 


She's the firſt which Venus made, 

With her graces full array'd : | 
When the treads the velvet ground, 
We feel the zone with which ſhe's. bound; 
All is paradiſe around. | 
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HE nymph whom I lov'd was as cheerful as day, 
And ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the doves,. 
And her face was as fair as the mother of love's ;. 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds. 

And receives gentle odours from flowery beds ;. 

Yet warm in affection as Phoebus at noon, 

And as chaſte as the ſilver- white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n- ſnow,. 

And as lively as tints from young Iris's bow; 

As clear as the ſtream, and as. deep as the flood; 
She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho' beautiful, good: 
The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in ſtore, 

dhe cull'd, as the bee does the bloom of each flow'r ;. 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O how happy was I! 

For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy. 


— 


„ 


THAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride, 
1 I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide; 

I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; 

They ſay I'm in love; but I anſwer, No, no. 


At 


( 140 ) 


At ew'ning, oft-times, with what pleafure I ſee 

A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea!“ 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below 
But ſay not tis love; for I anſwer, No, no. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ftrain ; 
Again, I cry, Jenny; ſweet Jenny, again. 

J kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I co d grow: 
But fay not tis love; for I anſwer, No, no. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee: 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's:an angel to me: 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſhe bids me think ſo; 
Who knows but ſhe loves, tho” ſhe anſwers, No, no. 


Shou'd prudence adviſe or compel me to fly 
From ſuch beauty and wit, how ſhou'd I comply? 
Thy bounty, O fortune ! hafte then to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ftill I'll ſay, No. 


O more, ye ſwains, no more upbraid 
A youth by love unhappy made: 

Your rural ſports are all in vain, 
To ſoothe my care, or caſe my pain : 
Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'rs, 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours: | 
When eaſe forfakes the tortur'd mind, 
What pleaſure can a lover find? 


Yet, if again you wiſh to ſee : 
Your Damon till reſtor'd and free, 

Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And gain the ſcornful Celia's ear. 

But, oh! forbear with too much art 
'To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 
Leſt rivals to my tears you prove, 4 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


1 . HER | SINCE 
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8 Emma caught my roving eye, 
Since Emma fix'd my wav'ring heart, 
I long to ſmile, I ſcorn to figh, | 
But nature triumphs over art. 


If ſuch the hapleſs moments prove, 
Ah! who wou'd give his heart to love? 


If frowns and fighs, and cold diſdain, 
Be meet return for love like mine; 
If cruel Emma ſcoffs my pain, 

And archly wonders why I pine: 
If ſuch, &c: 


But ſhou'd the lovely girl relent ; 
Oh !—when I wiſh, and figh, and vow, 
Shou'd ſhe, with bluſhes, ſmile conſent, 
And heart for heart, well pleas'd, beftow ; 
Shou'd ſuch the-bliſsful moments prove, 
Who wou'd not give his heart to love? 


8 


—_ —_ 4 —_ | 


Rice my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won; 

Believe my vows to you fincere, 
Or, Peggy, I'm undone. 

You ſay I'm fickle, apt to change 
At ev'ry face that's new; 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw © | @ 
I n&er lov'd one like you. | 


My heart was once a flake of ice, 
Till thaw'd by your bright eyes; 
Then warm'd and kindled 1a a trice 
A flame that ne'er can die. 
Then take and try me, and you'll find 
A heart that's kind and true; 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you. 


NOT 
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OT on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, A 
Which no real joys impart ; Ti 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure N. 
Did I fix my youthful heart. | A 


"Twas not Chloe's perfe& feature 
Did the fickle wand' rer bind; 
Not her form, the boaſt of nature ; 
'T was alone ber ſpotleſs mind. 

Not on beauty's, & c. 


Take, ye ſwains, the real bleſſing, 
That will joys for life enſure; 
The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 
Will your laſting bliſs ſecure. 
Not on beauty's, ace. 


* 


# } 


O pleaſure's ſmooth wing how old time ſteals away, 
| Ere love's fatal flame — ſhepherd aftray ; 
\ My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool oſ the morn to the illneſs of night: 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, : 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 


Twas then no fair Phillis my heart cou'd enſnare, 

With voice, or with feature, with dreſs, or with air; 

So kindly goung Cupid had pointed the dart, 

That I Naber & the ſweets without feeling the ſmart: 

I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee; | 
But till all my ſong was, I'll ever be free. 


Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield; 
If I ftray'd thro' the garden, or travers'd the field, 
Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my fight; | 
If the nightingale ſung, I cou'd lien all night ; 
With my reed I cou'd pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 


And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


But now, fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, * 
Alas, what a change! and how wretched am I 8 4 
jeu 
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Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 
Their ſweets now all Geken, their colours all fade; 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's train, * 


And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in vain, 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſe I fee; © 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 


Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart: 
To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 


Give love to the nympby or-give eaſe to the {wain. 
— 
OVE serer n hall bens in 
L My fancy's fixt on 1 


3 | 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, | 
My Peggie, if thou die. 


Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love ſo true to me; 

Without thee I ſhall never live, AE MEE > 
My deary, if thou die. | | 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, - 
How ſhall I lonely ftray ; 
In * dreams the nights I'll waſte 


In ſighs the filent day. 7 


I neer can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch eQions ſee; 
Then I'll renounce all womankind. 

My Peggy, after thee. 


No new-blown beauty fires my breaſt 
With Cupid's raving rage; 

But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. | 


'Twas this that, like the morning ſun, 
Gave joy to life and me; 

And when its deſtin'd day is done, 
With Peggy let me die. 


Ye 


Reftore my Peggy's wonted charm m 
Oh, never rob them from thoſe arms, es 


( 7144 
Ye powrs that ſmile on virtuous love, | 
And io ſuch pleaſures ſhares i nt 


Tow who its faithful flames approve, ur 1 vi 
With pity view the fair. . ft bat l 


Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 
I'm loſt if Tessi die. 
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Ober lands and waves with you I'll fly, 


WIr a captive. to your charms, 
I enfold you in my arms; 

When I figh, and ſwear I'm true 

Think I lore no girl but ou. 


When I ſay your face is fair, | 
And all of you beyond compare; 
Praiſe your mind and temper 0 | 
Love but him who loves but _ EC EET p 


- 
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Whilſt I doat upon you more | \ oY ? 
Than ſhepherd did on nymph before, | 
Can you bid the world adieu? Ne | 


Can you love as I love you? 


With you I'M live, with you I'll die; 


Whate er you'll have of me I'll do: / 
Then think I none can love but you. 
Whilſt I breathe my ardent fame £ 
Has your boſom caught the ſame? 
Let me have, dear girl, my due; | d 


Love him then, who loves but you. 


Sweet your look, and fond your Ggb, 
To my wiſhes now comply : 
_ Hymen claims to - day his due; 

Love me then, as I love you. 


wo mall 
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H, dear Marcella! ' maid divine, 
No more will T at fate repine, 


If I this day behold thee mine; 
For dearly do I love the. 


Thy eaſe ſhall be my ſweet employ, 
My conſtant care, my ev'ry joy: 


May then no chance my hopes deſtroy; 
For dearly do I love thee. 


Sweet is the woodbine to the bee, 
The riſing ſun to ev'ry tree: _ 
But ſweeter far art thou to me; 

For dearly do I love the. 


And let me but behold thee mine, 

No more will I at fate repine ; 

But while I live, thou maid divine! 
With rapture will I love thee. | 
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HE bird that hears, her neſtli 
T And flies abroad for Er rot 
Returns impatient throygh the ſky 

To nurſe her callow brood. .. . 
The tender mother knows no joy, 

But bodes a thouſand harm, 
And ſickens for her darling boy, 

When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs, with impatienee join'd, 
My faithful boſom fire 
Now forc'd to leave the fair behind, 


The queen of my deſiress. 
The pow'rs of verſe. too languid prove, - 
All ſimilies are van i 
To ſhew how ardently I love, ; 
Or to relieve my pain. 3 


The ſaint with fervent real inſpir'd, 
For heaven nd e 119Q1i'$%; 967 4 


w 
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The ſaint is not with rapture fd 15 
More pure, more warm, than mine. 
I take what liberty 1 dare, ELEC oþ ans] 
Twere impious to lay more; | * 
Convey my longings to the f fairy h 
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ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, | 
And Celia has undone —_— 7 * 
And yet, I'll ſwear, 1 _ tell bor, 
The pleaſing plague ſtöle on me. 
Tis not her i . creates, | 
For there no gtraces revel; 
*Tis not her ſhape, for their the fates 
Have rather heea uncivil, *:' | 


»Tis not her air, for fure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, | 
Like any other woman. 
Her voice, her touch, might give th” alarm ; 
»Twas both, perhaps, or neither: 
In ſhort, 'twas that provoking c chat * 
Of Celia RI, 2h 


- 
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WAL. on thy dear. boſom yigg. 
Celia, who can paint my bliſs ? Z 
Who the tranſports I'm Sel ba 
When thy balmy lips I kifs ? 5 875 
Ewry look with love inſpires me 0 | ah K 
Ev'ry touch my boſom werms; 3 
Ev'ry melting «6#tiſport Bret rn BY 
Ev'ry joy is in thy arme. 


Thoſe dear eyes, how foft they Janevith 1 
Feel my heart with raptures beat; ; | 
Pleaſure turns almoſt to angviſh, © 


. the tranſport is ſo Breat. 
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Look not ſo divinely on me; 
Celia, I ſhall die with blifs :© 

Yet! yet! turn thoſe eyes upon me; 
Who'd not die a death like this? 


_—_ _ 


— 


— 


HY ſhou'd I now, my love, complain, 
That toil awaits thy cheerful ſwain ; 
Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows, 
Which lazy ſplendour never knows ? 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 

The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth ; 
And ſpreads thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 

Which come and go with native grace. 


The pride of dreſs, the pomp of thow, 
Are trappings, oft, that cover wo 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 


Shall taſte of real joys at home. 


8 


pow oft, my Clara, baſt thou ſaid, 
(The fondneſs of the heart to prove), 

That Strephon was thy deareſt friend, | 
Nor wou'd'ſt thou ſeek another love. 

And by thoſe lips that ſweetly ſwore, 
And by thoſe eyes that ſhine ſo. bright, 

I ne'er lov'd woman ſo before; 


For Clara is my ſouP's delight. 


N 2 


MY 
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M roving heart has oft, with pride, 
Dilſolv'd love's filken chains 

The wanton deity defy'd, u: 11514! 
And ſcorn'd bis ſharpeſt pains. v7, 


But from thy form, refiſtleſs, ſtream 

Such charms as muſt controul ; 

Ia thee the faireſt features beam, « 
The nobleſt, brighteſt ſoul. 


. Pleas'd in thy converſe all de day, 
Life's ſand unbeeded runs; 
With thee I'd hail the rifing ray, 
And talk down m mer- ne. 


Our loves congenial ftill the ſame, 
With equal force ſhall ſhine 3 | 
No cloy'd defires ſhall damp the flame | 

| Which friendſhip will refine. 
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OT, Celia, that I juſter a am, 
| Or truer than the relt ; | 
For I wou'd change each, hour, like wen, _ 
Were i e er . 
But I'm fo brd Ne to 4 44% 2507 
By every thought I have, 
That ſhou'd you now my heart ſet free, 
*T would be again your ſlave. | 


All that in woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear ſelf I ind; 

For the whole ſex can but afford * 
The handſome, and the k inc. 


Not to my virtue, bug thy power, 
This conſtancy is due ; 

When change itſelf can give no more, 
Tis eaſy to de true. 


A — —U— 
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1 fragrant lily of the vale,” 0 

So elegantly fair; 

Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning a. 
To Chloe 1 N * | 

What though on earth it low \ 
And frives i its head to lowly gro 

Its ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes its hue' | 
To many a gaudy Rain : 1 

In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain. 

See how the curious floriſt's hand 
Uprears its humble head; 

And, to preſerve the charming flow'r, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace! 
ds 


Enraptur'd, how its owner 
To view its lovely face! 
But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
e inference of my tale; 
May I the florift be, and thou 
The lily of the vale. | 


WHY, cruel creature ! why fo bent 
To vex a tender heart? 

To gold and title you relent ; 
Love throws in vain his dart. 


Let glitt'ring fools in courts be great, 
For pay let armies move 

Beauty ſhou'd have no other bait 
But gentle yows and love. 


If on thoſe endleſs charms you lay 
The value that's their due; 

Rings are themſelves too poor to pay, 
A thouſaud worlds too few. 
2 N 3 
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But if a paſſion without vice, 155 A1 
Without diſguiſe or art; „ 02 3 

Ah, Celia! if true love 8 your price, os 
Behold i it in my yin "mo 1 oli of 
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FELL me Delia, charming fair! 
Why I hope, or why deſpair? , 
Why I'm bleſt when thou art by, 

Or, "hilt abſent, fteals the figh? 
Eaſe my breaſt, my doubts remove; 
Is it friendſhip? is it love??? 


Friendſhip's privilege I claim, 

But I fear the lover's name; 

Age and fortune both conſpire 

To ſuppreſs each fond dere; 
Reaſon too (but reaſon's vain) | 
Bids me be myſelf again. 


Still I ſtruggle, ſtill urſue 
Reſtleſs cares, and all for you: 
Then tell me, Delia, lovely fair ! 
Why I hope, or why deſpair? 
- Thou canſt each fond doubt remove; 
Is it friendſhip ? is it love? 


—_— — — 
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HEN rſt I ſaw thee -raceful move, , 
Ah me ! what meant my ane brak! 
Say, ſoft confuſion, art thou love? 
it love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair, | n 
Tho? hopeleſs of a warm teturn; 

Yet kill me not with cold deſpair, | 
But let me live, and let me burn. 


With gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain 
Thoſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create 
And tho' you cannot love again, 
In pity, ah! forbeat to hate. 


FRY — 


WHILST 
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WHILE on forbidden. fruit I gaze, 


And look, my heart away z + 


Behold my ftar of Venus blaze, 
And riſe upon the daß: 

Fair as the purple-bluſhing hours, 
That paint the morning eye; 

Or cheek of ev*ning after 'ſhow'rs, 
That fluſh the weſtern RK. 


I ſend a ſigh with ev'ry glance, ange fs 
And drop à ſofter teur z ets Fred's | 


Hard fate! no farther to advance, 
And yet to be ſo ner: 

So Moſes, from fair Pyſga's height, 
The land of Canaan ey'd ; 

Survey'd the region of delight, 
He ſaw, came down, and dy'd. - 


| Sh 
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1 is one dark and ſullen hour, 8 


1 1 


Which fate decrees our lives ſhou'd know 3 


Elſe we ſhou'd light th' Almighty pow'r, 
Wrapt in the joys we find below : 
'Tis paſt, dear Cynthia, now let frowns be 
A long, long penance I have done 
For crimes, alas! to me unknown. 


In each ſoft hour of filent night 
Your image in my dream appears ; 
I graſp the foul of my delight, 
Slumber in joys, but wake in tears: 


— 


Se 


Ab! faithleſs, charming faint, what will you do? 


Let me not think I am, by you, 
Lov'd leſs for being true. 


— —— 


A* not the cauſe why ſullen ſpring 
So long delays her flow'rs to bear; 
Why warbling birds forget to fing, 

And winter-ſtorms invert the year? 


m } 


Chgloris is »andifaterphovities sd 
To make it ſpring where ſhe redet ve E 
cy is gone, the cruel. fair . 
he caſt not back her pitying eqeʒ 

But left her lover in deſpair, = *< As | 
To figh, to languiſh, and to die. - 

Ah! how can thole fair eyes. endure 

To give the wounds they will not cure? | 
Great god of love ! why haft thou made 

A face that can all hearts, command. 
That all religions can invade, 4298 

And change the laws ef ev'ry land? 
Where thou 2 plac'd ſuch pow'r before, 
Thou ſhou'd'ſt have made her merey more. 


When Chloris to the temple comes, | 
Adoring crowds before her fall ; : 
And ev'ry life but mine recal : 

,T only am by love defign'd'” 

To be the victim for mankind. 
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F. ſweet, and. young, receive a prize 
Reſerv'd for your victorious eyes: | 

From crowds, whom at your feet you ſce, 

| O pity, and diſtinguiſn me; 

I As I from thouſand beauties more. 
Diſtinguiſh you, and only you adore. 


Your. face. for conqueſt was deſign'd, 
Your ev'ry motion charms my mind: 
Angels, when you your Glence break, 
Forget their hymns, to hear you ſpeak ; 
But when at once they hear and view, 
Are loth to mount, and long to ſtay with. you. 


No graces can your form improve; 
But all are loſt, unleſs you love: 


+» — 
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While that ſweet paſſion you diſdain, 

Your wit and beauty are in vain. 
In pity then prevent my fate; ; Lo ds tel 
For, after dying, all reprieve's too late. 


= 4 8 ſh 
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Wies 1 am, and whateyer I do, 
My Phillis is fill in my mind; 
When angry, I mean not to Phillis to go, 
My feet of themſelves, the way find : 
Unknown to myſelf, I am juſt - her door; 
And when I wou'd rail, I can bring out no more, 
Than, Phillis too fair and unkind ! 


When Phillis I ſee, my heart burns in y breaſt, 
And the love I wou'd Rifle is own; 

But, aſleep or awake, I am never at reſt, 
When from mine eyes Phillis is gone. 

Sometimes a ſweet dream doth delude my ud * 

But, alas! when I wake, and no Phillis I find, 
Then I figh to myſelf all alone. 


Shou'd a king be my rival in her I adore, 
He ſhou'd offer his treaſure in vain: 

O let me alone to be bappy and poor, 
And give me my Phillis again. 

Let Phillis be mine, and but ever be kind, 

I cou'd to a deſart with her be confin'd, ' 
And envy no monarch his reign. _' 


Alas! I diſcover too, much of my love; 
And ſhe too well knows her own pow'r : 
She makes me each day a new martyrdom prove, p 
And makes me grow-jcalous each hour. | 
But let her each minute: torment my poor mind 
I had rather love Phillis, both falſe and — 
[Mm ever be freed from her 3 
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Which th diſdain has bred 
ich thy cold Manie bred; rh, 
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And grant me one auſpicious ray; 1 

From thy morn of beauties med. | 16 1 

But thy killing beams reſtrain, 
Leſt I be by beauty ſlaia. 


__ Spread, oh ſpread I thoſe orient twins, 
Which thy ſnowy boſom grace; | 
Where love in milk and roſes ſwims, 
Blind with Tuftre of thy face. 
But let lose thaw em firſt, left I 
Do on thofe Irozen mountains die. 


— 
— 
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Phi as true converts die, 

But yet with fervent thoughts indaw'd 4 

So, faireſt! at your feet Ilie, | 
Of all my ſex's faulte aſham c. 


' Tod long, alas! Have 1 n 
The foree of love's almighty lame; N 
And often did aloud deride * 


His godhead, as an empty name; 
But fince ſo freely 1 Tn 
A crime, whi may your. ſcorn pllice, 
Allow me now to make it leſs | 


By aoy Jut*auf fair expuſe, ©” © | 


I then did vulgar joys purſue zi trash 
Variety was all my bliſs: . 
But, ignorant of love and you, 
How cow'd'T choofe but 40 amiſs E- 


If ever naw my wand'ring eyes 
out temptation, as before ; REL. 
If once IL look, hut to deſpiſe IH TRANS 
Their charmsy and value yours them more; 


May ſad. remorſe, and guilty ſhame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithleſs me; _ 
And, what I tremble en re name, 123 


May le d in lebug ee 
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Ighin and languiſhing L lay, 
87 A ranger grown to all delight ; 


Paſſing in tedious thoughts. the day, 
And with unquiet dreams the night. 


For your dear ſake, my only care 
Was how my conſtant love to hide ; 

And, ever drooping with deſpair, 
Neglected all the world beide. : 


„Till, like ſome angel from above, 
Your my + came to my relief; 

And then I found the jays of love 
Can make amends for-all the grief. 


Thoſe pleaſing hopes I now purſue 
Might fail, if you con'd prove unjuſt ; 
But RE from hegy'd and you, | 
Who is ſo impious to miſtruſt? 


Here all my 5 and troubles end Wl 
That tender fi h my ſoul affures ; 

Nor am I vain, fince I depend, | 
Not on my on deſert, but your's. 


- ——ñ——ỹ— 4 —_— 


ques Celia quelle on Florio's RY 
Commnients his roſy neck and arms, 
With gloomy ſpleen I Well 
My vallid cheeks and filent tears, 
Confus'd replies and anxious feats, 
Too plain my anguiſh tell. 


But when, o' erpowerꝰd b rous wine, 
His odious 4 05 ee | 
With ſhame and rage I burn; 
Yet {till I cannot ceaſe to love : | 
Vouchſaſe, dear pymphb,: my: . t * approve, 
My conſtancy return. 


Thrice happy they whom love unites * 
Ia mutual bonds, in pure delights, 
Unbroken 


| - 
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Unbroken by complaints 3001 Un but wh 13 
Whoſe bliſs nor anxious care nor eee. 81 &.* 0 
Diſturbs their lateſt hours of * ails 

e e e ect uh 11 9: i119 batt 
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TRIS to me only with thine eyes, ' 
And I will ledge with mine; 

Or leave a kiſs within the cup, 

And I'll not look for wine. 25 
The thirſt that from my foul doth riſe, 

Requires a drink divine; © © 
But might I of Jove's neRar ſip, 

I wou'd not change for thine, 


I ſent thee late a roſy wreathe; 0 
1 ſo much hon' ring thee; + + | 
As giving it a hope that there 
It wou 4 not wither'd EET obo He's 
But thou thereon didſt only breathe, aka 
And ſent it back to me; 


Since when it Ke and ſmells, I ſwear, | 
Not of itſelf, but thee. 


— — —ü— — — wa — —— ry Wn ___ —_—_—— —— 
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Fan Hebe I left with 4 cautious Jelign, . ; 
To*ſcape'from bercharms, and to drown * em in wine: 
I try'd it ; but found, when I came to depart, 

wine in my head, but Rill love in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid; 


Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance eib 


II 


Then gravely pronounc'd, in, turn to my pray r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of att at was fair, 4 


That's a truth, replied LH Pre no need to de'tanght; 
I came for your counſel, to find-out a fault: 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came; 

To find fault with Hebe wou'd forfeit 7 W. 
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695 
What hopes, then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While, li elight' ning, ſhe darts throꝰ each th robbing vein? 


My ſenſes, ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms; 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


— — ——ͤ .. — ñ—w⁴—ün — 


V'RY bliſs that heav'n can give, 
With dear Myra is to live, 
Hear her talk, and ſee her ſmile, 4 
Fondly 1 the while; | Gr 

Conſtantly with raptures trace 

Ev'ry charm of mind and 2 3 

Snatch her to my glowing breaſt, 

When with tenderneſs oppreſt. 
Ev'ry bliſs, c. 


But of theſe, -if once depriv'd, 

Long, too long, I ſhall have liv'd : 

Frankly I'd reign my breath; 

Myra loſt, is worſe than death. 
Er'ry bliſs, &c. 


— — — —_ _— — — — 


HEN I think on your truth, I doubt you no more; 
I blame all the fears I gave way to before; 
I ſay to my heart, Be at reſt, and believe, | 
That whom once ſhe has choſen ſhe never will leave. 


But, ah! when I think on each raviſhing grace, 
That plays in the ſmiles of that heavenly face, 
My heart beats again; I again apprehend 

dome fortunate rival in every. friend. 


Theſe painful ſuſpicions you cannot remove, 

Since you neither can leſſen your charms nor my love; 
But doubts, caus'd by paſſion, you never can blame; 
For they are not ill-founded, or you feel the ſame. 


O . Fairer 
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Airer than the op'ning lilies, 

14 Sweeter than the morving roſe, 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis; 
Richer ſweets does ſhe diſcloſe. 

Long ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 

Bok cepale head alld my. break, 

Till in one ſhort fatal hour 
She depriv'd my foul of reſt. 


Cupid, god of pleafing anguiſh, | 
From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn ! 
Teach, O teach, the maid to languiſh! _ 

Strike fair Pbillis in her turn, 
From that torment in her breaſt, 
Soon to pity ſhe'1] incline ; 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 
- Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


»*, p : 
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1 Die your victim, cruel fair. 


And die without reprieve; 
If you can think your ſlave can bear 


Since all my hopes of eaſe are vai, 
To die I now ſubmit ; | | 75 
And, that you may not think I feign, 
It muft be at your feet. 


Yet when my * heart you view, 
Bright nymph, forbear to grieve; 
For I had rather die for you, 
Than for another live. 


In death and dark oblivion's grave, 
Oh let me lie forlorn ; 
For my poor ghoſt wou'd pine and rave, 
Shou'd you relent and mourn. 
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E cheerful virgins, have ye ſeen 
* My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 
To roſe or jeſs' mine bow'r ? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 
For ſure you know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-blown flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe, 
Join'd with the lily as it blows, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie 
Like dew-drops glit'ning in the morn, 
When Pheœbus gilds the — thorn, 
Health oarkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like the linnet's Jay, 

That warbles cheerful on the ſpray, 
To hail the veroal beam: 

Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 

Her paſſions gently move along 
Like the ſmooth gliding ſtream. 


—_— w_ 


You meaner beauties of the night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our eyes 

More with your number than your light, 
Like common people of the ſkies ; 
What are you when the moon doth riſe ? 


You violets, that firſt appear, 
By your fine purple mantles known, 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the ſpring were all your own ; 
What are you when the roſe is blown ? 


You warbling chanters of the wood, 
Who fill our ears with nature's lays, 
Thinking your paſſion's underſtood 
By meaner accents : what's your praiſe, 
When Philomel her voice doth raiſe ? 


You glorious trifles of the eaſt, 
ſe eſtimation fancies raiſe, L 
Oz Pearls, 
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Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and the reſt 
Of glitt'ring gems ; what is your praiſ, | 
When the bright di'mond ſhews his rays? 


So when my princeſs ſhall be ſeen 
In beauty of her face and mind, 
By virtue firſt, then choice, a queen 
Tell me, if ſhe were not deſign'd, 
TH” eclipſe and glory of her kind? 


The roſe, the vi'let, the whole ſpring, 
Unto her breath for ſweetneſs run; 

The di*mond's darken'd in the ring; 
If ſhe appears, the moon's undone, 
As in the preſence of the ſun. - 


A pn rolls her ſparkling eyes, 
And ev'ry boſom feels her pow'r ; 
The Indians thus view Phoebus riſe, | 
And gaze in rapture, and adore. 
vick to the ſoul the piercing ſplendors dart, 
Fire every vein, and melt the coldeſt heart. 


Aſpaſia ſpeaks ; the liſtening croud 
Drink in the ſound with preedy ears; 
Mute are the giddy and the loud, 
And ſelf-admiring folly hears. 
Her wit ſecures the conqueſts of her face; | 
Points every charm, and brightens every grace. 


Aſpaſia moves; her well · turn'd limbs 
_ Glide ſtately with harmonious eaſe; 
Now thro? the mazy dance ſhe ſwims, 
Like a tall bark o'er ſummer-ſeas : 
»Twas thus ZEneas knew the queen of love, 
Majeſtic moving thro? the golden grove. 


But, ah! bow cruel is my lot, 

To doat on one fo heavenly fair? 
For in my humble ſtate forgot, 

Each charm but adds to my deſpair. 
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The tuneful ſwan thus faintly warbling lies, 
Looks on his mate, and while he ſings he dies. 


I Told wy nymph, I told her true, 


My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few ; „ 
While fault*ring accents ſpoke my fear, | 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops deſtroy'd by veraal cold, | 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold : ; 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear ; ; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 

She heard, and ſhed a generous tear ;. 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign my love to bleſs, 

My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs : - 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be fiacere. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ;. 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 

I know my Flavia's love ſincere. 


THE lovely Delia ſmiles again; 


That killing frown. has left her brow :. 
Can ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 
And. give me back my angry vow? 


Love is an April's doubtful day: 
A while we ſce the tempeſt low'r ; 
Anon the radiant heaven ſurvey, 
And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r. 
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- The flow'rs, that hung their languid head, 
Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains; 
The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 


In ev'ry raptur'd note expreſs 
The joy I feel—when thou art kiad. 


— — — 


WY HEN bright Ophelia treads the green, 
In all — of dreſs and mien; 
Averſe to freedom, mirth, and play, 

The lofty rival of the day; 

Methinks, to my enchanted eye, 

The lilies droop, the roſes die. 


But when, diſdainiag art, the fair 
Aſſumes a ſoft engaging air; 

Mild as the op'ning morn of May, 
And as the feather'd warblers gay : 
The ſcene improves where'er ſhe goes, 
More ſweetly. ſmiles the pink and roſe. 


O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 

Nor think thy Damon infincere.. 

Pity my wild deluſive flame: 

For tho' the flow'rs are ftill the ſame, 
To me they languiſh, or improve, 
And plainly tell me that I love. 


—_—_— — 8 


E fatal hours are wond'rous near, 
That, from theſe fountains, bear my dear; 
A little ſpace is given; in vain: 
She robs my fight, and ſhuns the plain, 
A little ſpace, for me to prove 


My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love; 
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And, like the train of vulgar hours, 
Iuvidious time that ſpace ra. 


Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 

On that I gaze the live- long day; 
No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Shall draw my Innging eyes alide. 


The chief that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 

Caſts not a more impatient glance, 

To ſee the loit'ring aids advance. 


Not more, the ſchool-boy that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 
Or meet a parent's laſt embrace— 


She comes—but ah ! what crowds of beaux, 
In radiant bands, my fair encloſe ! 

Oh! better hadſt thou ſhun'd the green, 
Oh, Delia! better far unſeen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my ſighs, by all my tears, 
I wight from torture now be free— 
Tis more than death to part from thee ? 


* 


BY the ſide of a grove,. at the foot of a hill, 

Where whiſper'd the beech, and where murmur'd the 
I vow'd to the muſes my time and my care, (rill ; 
vince neither could. win me the ſmiles of my fair. 


Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free I fung, 
And Delia's lov'd name ſcarce eſcap'd from my tongue; 
But if once a-ſmooth accent delighted my ear, | 
| ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Delia might hear. 


Wich faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 

Alluſiee to none but the nymph I ador'd! 

And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


( 16 ) 


So long as of nature the charms I purſue, 

I till muſt my Delia's dear image renew: 
The graces have yielded with Delia to rove, 
And the muſes are all in alliance with love. 
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Tur pang that wounds the tortur'd breaſt, 
No mortal can conceive, 

Since Sylvia firſt deſtroy'd my reſt, 
And taught me how to grieve. 


No gentle ſlumbers cloſe my eyes, 
Or mitigate my pain; | 

The night is only ſpent in fighs, 
And lengthen'd to complain. 


Oh! Sylvia, hear a doatipg youth, 
And pity his diſtreſs; 
Oh! — him ſwear eternal truth, 
And bid him ſuffer leſs. 


Who can behold a face ſo fair, 

And ſtill his heart maintain? 

Th' unequal taſk let all declare, 
And own the effort vain. 


Who can withſtand the nameleſs charm 
That dwells in ſenſe reſin d? 
Or who reſiſt the faultleſs form 

That views the ſpotleſs mind. 


Reſiſtleſs maid | whom heav'n has bleſt, 
Your own perfeQions ſee; 

- Behold your pow'r o'er every breaſt, 
And learn to pity me. 


* 
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We Chloe try'd her virgin fires,, 
And firſt her © ſhafts let 2 

She 611'd my breaſt with vague © 
—1 thought i it was her eye. 
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When melting ſtrains fell from her mouth, 
Which gods might wiſh to fip; | 
When all was harmony-and truth, 
I thought it was her lip. 


But when ſhe danc'd ! ſuch air, ſuch grace, 
What mortal could eſcape ? 

I look*d no longer on her face, 
I ſwore it was her ſhape. 


When ſeen by chance, her breaſt beſpoke 
The purity within; | 

Her ſnowy arm—her iv'ry neck— 
—Twas then her lovely ſkin. 


Nor eye, nor ſhape, nor neck, nor face, 
My boſom did enthrall ; : | 

— Twas ſenſe I found, the happy grace, 
That gave a charm to all. 


** happy birds, that ſport and ſing 
Theſe verdant groves among, 

While zephyrs, from their balmy wing, 

Diſpenſe the ſweeteſt breath of ſpring, 
To waft your warbled ſong. 


No vows deſpis'd, no faithleſs laſs, 
Chill your ecſtatic ſtrain: 

No;—ye were born the happineſs 

Of love to prove, and chaunt. Alas! 
I only prove its pain. = 


ENau'd with all that could adorn, 

'44 Or bleſs, the firſt and faireſt born! 
A ſoul, that looks ſuperior down, 
Let giddy fortune ſmile or frown ; 
With age's wiſdom, not her years, 
Stella, all excellence appears: 
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Then who can blame me, if I blend 
The name of lover with the friend? 


Like Noah's dove, my buſy breaſt 
Has rov'd to find a place of reſt; 
Some faithful boſom, to repoſe, 

And huſh, the family of woes. | 
Then, do I dream ? or, have I found 
The fair and hoſpitable ground ? 

Ah! quit your fex's rules, and lend 
A lover's wiſhes to the friend. 


Abſence I try'd,—but try'd in vain ! 
It heals not, but upbraids my pain. 
For thee, I'd bear the reaper's toil ; 
For thee, conſume the midnight oil; 
Then to your judgment wou'd I owe 
All that I read, and write, and know ; 
Can thoſe who wiſh, like me, pretend 
To part the lover and the friend ? 


Come, then, and let us dare to prove 
Dilintereſted ſweets of love; 

For, gen'rous love no dwelling finds 
In poor and mercenary minds : 
Laugh at life's idle FC things ; 
Look down with pity upon kings ; 
Careleſs, who like, or diſcommend, 


Bleſt in the lover and the friend! 


Oh come! and we'll together hafte 
O'er life's uncomfortable waſte : 

Bear the ſharp thorn, to find the roſe, 
And ſmile at tranſitory. woes; 

Keep the bright goal of hope in view, 
Nor look behind, as others do; 
Till death, and only death, ſhall end 
At once the lover and the friend. 


— Afh —c— ——__l — — 


TELL me, pride of this creation, 
4 Are thy paſſions all at reſt? 
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reel'ſt thou one fond palpitation 
Like the panting in my breaſt, 
Too tender far to be expreſt ? 
Tell me, Celia, tell my fate, 
Do'ſt thou love, or do'ſt thou hate? 
Sweetly ſmile with approbation, 
Leſt thou kill with the relation 
See me ſighing, ſee me dying, 
To enjoy thy matchleſs charms ; 
Take me, take me to thy arms ! 


Kindly, Celia, leave evaſion ; 
Why that bluſh, thoſe down-caſt eyes? 
Yield thee, love, to ſoft perſuaſion, 
On thy breaſt alone it lies, | 
To love the wretch who fondly dies. 
Heav'n ! what rapt*rous ſcenes appear; 
See the undiſſembl'd tear, 
Each dear nerve with tremor thrilling, 
And her eyes, how ſoftly killing ! 
Sweet confeſſion, paſt expreſſion, 
Grateful may I live, to prove, 
How much I doat, how much I love. 


* — n r 


WEET tyrant, love, oh hear me now, 
And help to eaſe a love - ſick heart; 
Or rather aid my trembling vow, 
And teach me to reveal my ſmart. 


Tell her, whoſe goodneſs is my bane, 
Whoſe looks have ſmil'd my peace away ; 

Oh, whiſper how ſhe gives me pain, 

While undefigning, frank, and gay. 


'Tis not for common charms I figh, 
Nor what the vulgar beauty call ; 

'Tis not her cheek, her lip, her eye, 
But *tis the ſoul that lights them all. 


For that I drop the tended? tear, 
For that I make the artleſs moan ; 
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Oh, whiſper love into her ear, 
And make the baſhful lover known. 


PY CI 1 —_— * 


HEN Jeſſy ſmil'd, her lovely look 
; My wand'ring heart a pris'ner took 
And bound it with o ſtrong a chain, 
I neer expect it back again. 
Then, Jeſſy, treat a captive true 
With gentle uſage — tis its due; 
It pants for thee alone: 
Then take it kindly to thy breaſt, 
And give the weary wand'rer reſt, 
And keep it near thy own, 
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WW HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavilla was ſeen, 
He ſlightly: regarded her air and her mien; 

The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 

Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend 


From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did more, 
And the ſwain bragg'd his heart was a ſtranger to lore, 


- New charms he diſcover'd as more ſhe was known; 
Her face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own ; 
Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd ; 

And O what dear virtues beam'd forth in her mind! 
But ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he trove, 
Till a ſigh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love. 


Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all e a but being with her: 
He's mute, while his heart · ſtrings are ready to 
And fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak; 
And wanders, a willing example to prove, 
That friendſhip to woman is ſiſter to love. 


A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence, 
Not a dupe to her ſmib s, but a ſlave to her ſenſe; 
His paſſion, nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay "I 
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kad tic, that will beauty's ſhort empire remove, | 
lncreaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


3 
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F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content? 

Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhou'd I complain, 

Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know 'tis in vain? 

Yet ſo pleafing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 

That at once it both wounds. me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down, 

And by paſſionate filence I make my love known: 

But, oh! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 

When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty ! how ſweet are the charms ! 
How delightful embraces ! how peaceful her arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 

'Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 

And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield; 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and keeps the fair field. 


— — 
1 — 
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HILE with fond rapture and amaze, 
On thy tranſcendent charms I gaze, 

My cautious ſoul eſſays in vain 

Her peace and freedom to maintain: 

Yet let that blooming form divine, 

Where grace and harmony combine, 

Thoſe eyes, like genial orbs, that move, 

Diſpenſing gladneſs, joy, and love, 

In all their pomp aſſail my view, 

Intent my boſom to ſubdue ; 

My breaſt, by wary maxims ftcel'd, 

Not all thoſe charms ſhall force to yield. 


But, when invok'd to beauty's aid, 
I ſe th'enlighten'd ſonl diſplay'd ; 
* 
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That ſoul ſo ſenſibly ſedate | - 
Amid the ſtorms of froward fate ! 

Thy genius aRive, ftrong, and clear; 

wit fudlime, tho“ not ſevere ; 

The ſocial ardor void of art, 

That glows within thy candid heart: 

My fpirits, ſenſe, and firength decay, 

My refolution dies awsy, 

And ev'ry faculty oppreſt, 1 
Aluighty love invades my breaft. 


— 
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0 fx het—wvere a taſk as rain 

o count the April drops of rain, 
To fow in Afric's barren ſoil, 

Or tempeſts hold within a toil. 

I know it, friend, ſhe's light as air, 
Falſe as the fowler's artfal bare; 
Inconſtant as the paſling wind, | 
As winter's dreary froft unk ind. 


| She's ſuch a miſer too in love, 
Its joys ſhe'll neither ſhare nor prove, 
Tho' hundreds of gallants awain _ 
From her victorious eyes their fate. 
Bluſting at fuch ingſorious reign, 
I ſometimes ſtrive to break her chain; 


My reaſon ſummon to my sid, 
Reſoly'd no more to be betray'd. 


Ah, friend! 'tis bat a ſhort-liv'd trance, 
Diſpell'd by one enchanting glance; 
She need but look, and, I confeſs, , 
Thoſe looks completely curſe or blels. 


So ſoft, fo elegant, ſo fair, 

Sure ſomething more than haman's there; 
I muft ſubmit, for firife is vain ; 
Twas deſtiny that forg'd the chain. 


WHEN 
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HEN the rough North forgets to how], 
W And Ocean's billows ceaſc to roll; 
When Libyan ſands are bound in froſt, 

And cold to Nova -Zembla's loft 
When hcav'nly bodies ceaſe to move, 
My blue-ey'd Ann I'll ceaſe to love. 


No more ſhall flow'rs the meads adorn, 
Nor ſweetneſs deck the roſy thorn, 

Nor ſwelling buds proclaim the 'prings 
Nor parching heats the dog-ſtar bring, 
Nor laughiog lilies paint the grove, 
When blue-ey'd Ann I ceale to love. 


No more ſhall joy in hope be found, 
Nor pleaſure dance their frolic round, 
Nor Love's light god inhabit earth, 
Nor beauty give the paſſion birth, 
Nor heat to ſummer ſunſhine cleave, 
When blue-ey*d Nanny I deceive, 


When rolling ſeaſons ceaſe to change, 
Inconſtaney forgets to range; 

When laviſh May no more ſhall bloom, 
Nor gardens yield a rich perfume ; 

When Nature from her ſphere ſhall ſtart, 
III tear my Nanny from my heart. 


_— 


— — — © — —— 


WHERE now are all my flatt'ring dreams of joy? 

I Monimia, give my ſoul her wonted reſt ; 

dince firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 
Heart · gnawing cares corrode my penſive breaſt, 


Let happy lovers fly where pleaſures call, 

With feftive ſongs beguile the 2 hour; 
Lead beauty thro? the mazes of the ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in love's roſeate bow'r. 


For me, no more I'll th' empurpled mead, 
Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins dance around, 
or wander thro? the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 

To hear the muſie of the d. 
5 2 PIE 
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I'M ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, 'F 
Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue; 
Where damps hang mould'ring on the e ivy'd wall, 

And ſheeted ghoſts drink up > the midnight dew : 


There, leagu'd with hopeleſs anguiſh and deſpair, 
A while 1n filence o'er my fate repine : 

Then, with a long farewel to love and care, 
To kindred duſt my weary limbs conſign. 


Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a * tear 
On the cold grave where all my ſorrows reft ? 
Strew vernal flow'rs, applaud my love fincere, 


And bid the turf lie caly. on my breaſt ? 


— & 


—— — 
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Wire comes my love, O hearte, diſcloſe, 
*T was from. cheeks that ſhamed the roſe 
From lips that ſpoyle the ruby's prayſe; 

From eyes that mock the diamond's blazes 
Whence comes my woe, as freely owne; | 

Ah me! 'was from a hearte lyke ſtone. 


The bluſhynge cheek ſpeakes modeſt mynde, 
The lipps befitting wordes moſte kynde ; | 
The eye does tempte to love's deſyre, 

And ſeems to ſay, tis Cupid's fire; 

Yet all ſo faire, but ſpeake my moane, 

Syth noughte dothe ſaye the hearte of ſtone. 


Why thus, my love, ſo kynde beſpeake | 
Sweet lyppe, ſweet eye, ſweet bluſhynge cheeke, 
Vet not a hearte to ſave my paine? | 

O Venus! take thy giftes again; 

Make not fo fair to cauſe our moane, 

Or make a hearte that's lyke our owne, 


= 
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HEN clouds that * face . 
Auxious I view the growing ſtorm 


When 
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When angry lightnings arm thine eye, 
And tell the gathering tempeſt nigh ; 
curſe the ſex, and bid adien 

To female friendſhip, love, and you. 


But when ſoft paſſions rule your breaft, 
And each kind look ſome love has dreft ; 
When cloudleſs ſmiles-around you play, 
And give the world a Holiday; 

[ bleſs the hour when firſt I knew 
Dear female friendſhip, love, and you. 


* 


Y ſoul is raviſh'd with delight 
When you I think upon; | 
All griefs and ſorrows take their flight, 
And haſtily are gone ; 
The fair reſemblance of your face 
So fills this breaſt of mine, 
No fate nor force can it diſplace, 
For auld-lang-ſyne.. 


Since thoughts of you doth baniſh grief 
When I'm. from you remov'd ; 

And if in them I find relief, . 
When with fad cares I'm mor'd ; 

How doth your preſence me affect 
With eeſtaſies divine! | 

Eſpecially when I reflect 

On auld-lang-ſyne. 


Since thou haſt robb'd' me of my heart 
By thoſe reſiltleſs pow'rs 

Which madam Nature doth impart 
To thoſe fair eyes of your's, 

With honour it doth not conſiſt 
To hold a flave in pyne3 

Pray let your rigour then deſiſt 
For auld-lang- ſyne. 


*Tis not my freedom I do crave 
By deprecating — ; 
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Sure 8 he would not have y 
ories in his chains 7 
\ 

/ 

] 

| 


0 1 
But 1 c wiſh, The gods would move 
| That noble foul of thine, 
| To pity, fince thou cannot love 
For * 


| | 25 5 _ ah On | * 
| _— lovely TOPS, tell me why, 
So very kind, and yet fo ſhy? | 
Why does that cold forbidding air 


'Give damps of ſorrow and deſpair ? 7 
Or why that ſmile my ſoul ſubdue, 1 


And kindle up my flames anew ? 


In vain you ſtrive, with all, your art, 
By turns to freeze and fire my heart: 
When I behold a face fo fair, 
So {ſweet a look, ſo foft an air, 
My raviſh'd foul is charm'd all o'er, \ 
I cannot love thee leſs nor more. | 
WW HILE Celia makes me ſue in vaio, * 
All night I wake, or dream, with dan | 
| All day I . — abroad, and moan 
To ev'ry tree, and ſtream, and ſtone. 
15 I hope, I fear, I reſt, I rove, ; 
i | I doat, and I deſpair, in love: 


Alternate paſſions rend my ſoul, 
And all my virtuous pow'rs controul. 


But when the charming nymph: is kind, 

A heaven within my breaſt L find; 

In all: our Caledonian plain 

Lives not an happier, eaſier ſwain : 
Like ſilver ſtreams my minutes glide, 

And joys o'crflow with boundleſs tide 3; 

Diſſolv'd in rapturous ecſtaſy, 
My ſoul exults, my ſenſes die. 
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Yet, ah! what ſtruggling paſſions n 
And in my heart create à hell? 

Why does not Celia eonſtant prove, | 
And be all hatred, or all love? on 

In doubt her conduct keeps me gill; 2 

My pain, my pleaſure, is her will! 
Ui by her I cannot lives, 
Nor die, till ſhe the ſentence give. 
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ir truth can fix thy way? ring FS 
Let Damon urge his claim; 

He feels the paſſion void of * | 
A pure and/couſtant flame. 


The ſighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſyal love contemn ; ' 

They only prize the beauteons ſhell, 
But flight the mward em. | 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranfient fire; 

But, when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoy ment whets deſire. 


Your charms each laviſh ſenſe controul,. 
A tyrant's ſhort-liy'd' reign ; 

But milder reaſon charms. the ſoul, 
Nor time can break the chain. 


By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The ripening fruit appears.. 


May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour, 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 
May gather ev'ry flow'r ! 


VAIN. 
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VA: is the thin diſguiſc of art, Y7 
That ſtrives to hide a lover's pms: 
No guile, no cunning, enn conceal 
Fhe ſelf-betraying flames I feel: 
Forc'd as I am at length to own, X 
What to the world has long been known: 
My folded arms, my footſtepsdlow, , | 
My farting tears, wy looks of we; | 
Theſe, a thouſand * „ 
That much I ſuffer, much 


Then, Amoret, no longer feign 
Thyſelf a ftranger to my pain x 
Do thou appear no longer blind 
To what is ſeen by all mankind. 

Ah! who but marks, when thou urt by, 

The langour of my melting eye 3 5 
The frequent changes of, my check, \ 
The fgbs that from my break? 

Theſe, and a thouſand ent tell, 

*Tis Amoret I yy ſo wu” 


* 
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Sager I have loft my lose 
Have you ſeen my Anna, 


Pride of ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banda? 

1 for her my home forfook, 
Near yon miſty mountain; 


Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain. 


Never ſhall I ſee them more 
Until her returning 
All the j joys of life are O er, 
From 13 chaog'd to mourning. 


Whither is my charmer flawn * 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? 

Ah! wo for me, perhaps ſhe's gone 
For ever and for ever. 


45 Hopeleſs. 


" 4 
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5 1 ſtill, in ſilent anguiſh, 


Far from her whom I adore; 
Muſt I ever love and languiſh, 
Doom'd to view her face no more? 
Muſt I fly to ſcenes of wo ! 
Muſt I ev'ry bliſs forego ! 
Why ſhou'd fate ſo cruel prove? 
Alas, that ever I did love! | 


Vain my purpoſe to forget her, 
Fancy gives her to my eyes— 

See! ten thouſand charms beſet her ; 
See her dear iden riſe ! | 

See, fair maid, my dying bloom ! 

See a tender youth conſume! 

Sad, for ever let me ſtray, 

To mourn and ſigh my life away. 


Far from human crowds retiring, 

Stranger to the voice of fame, 

In ſome loneſome vale expiring, 

Of a conſtant—hapleſs flame: 
There, when worthleſs life is o'er, 
And the cares of love no more, 
Weeping nymphs my grave ſhall ſee 


And paſſing lovers pity me. 


9 . 


AD I the world at my command, 
And own'd the wealth of ſea and land, 
To Flora I'd preſent it all, oth | 
And at her feet lay down the ball. 


Or was my life by ſcraps ſuſtain'd, 

From door to door by begging gain'd, 
Would ſhe be mine, I'd bleſs my fate, 
Nor wiſh a more exalted ſtate. 


Poſſeſſing her, or rich, or poor, 

What is there to defire more? 
There's nothin precious but her charms, 
And pleaſure Tells but in her arms. 
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0 grant, ye pow'rs ! the fair I love 
May to my vows propitious prove; 
And from your altars ſhall ariſe | 
The ſmoke of daily ſacrivce. 


Among the bleſſings you beſtow 
On craving mortals here below, 
Make. but the lovely maiden mine, 
PH all the ret with j Joy refign. 


— n. — 


1 Love, I dont, I rave ; with pain, 
| No quiet in my mind; 
Tho neꝰ er cou'd be n happier ſwain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind : 
For when, as long her chains I've worn, 
I aſk relief from ſmart, | 
She only gives me looks of ſcorn : 
Alas, *twill break my heart. 


ww; rivals, rich in worldly ftore, 
lay offer heaps of gold ; 
But ſareiy I a heav'n adore, 
Too precious to be fold. 
Can Sylvia c'er a coxcomb prize 
For * and not deſert, 
And my poo 1 and tears deſpiſe 2 
Alas! Nil eak my heart. 


When, like ſome panting, how ring dove, 
I for my bliſs contend; 1 

And plead the cauſe of ea ve, 
She coldly calls me friend. 

Ab, Sylvia! thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a healer's part: 

"Twill keep but ling'riag pain alive, - 
Alas! and break my heart. 


When on my lonely penſive bed 
I lay me down to reſt, 
In hopes to calm my raging uy 
wn cool my burning breaſt ; 
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Her cruelty all eaſe denies, 
With ſome fad dream I fart 


All drown'd in tears I find my eyes, 
And breaking feel my heart ! 


Then riſing, through the path I rove 
That leads me w ſhe dwells ; 
Where to the ſenſeleſs waves my love 

Its mourgful tory tells. 
With fighs I dew and kifs the door, 
Till moraing bids depart ; 


Then vent ten thouſand ſighe and more : 
Alas! *rwill break 2 


But, Sylvia, when this ſt's won, 
And I am dead, and cold; 

Renounce the cruel deed you've done, 
Nor glory when tis told : 

For ev'ry lovely gen*rous maid 
Will take my injur'd part; 

And curſe thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 


For breaking my poor heart ! 


8 5 — * —_—— 


| IVE arms himſelf in Celia's eyes, 
Whene'er weak reaſon would rebel ; 
And ev'ry time I dare be wiſe, 

Alas! a deeper wound 1 feel. 


Repeated thoughts preſent the ill, 
Which ſeeing I muſt fill endare ; 

They tell me love has darts to kill, 
And wiſdom has no pow*r to cure. 


Then, cruel Reaſon, give me reft, 
Quit in my heart thy feeble hold 

Go try thy 125 in Celia's breaſt, 
For that is diſengag'd and cold. 


There all thy niceſt arts employ; 
Confeſs thyſelf her beauty's flave ; 


And 
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And argue, whilſt ſhe may deftroy, 
How great, how god-like tis to ſave. 


— — _—_ WW co 


Sweet tyrant ! if thou can'ft ſuſpect 


— 


N O more, ſeverely kind, affe& 
To put that lovely anger on; 


Thy lover's eyes, yet truſt thy own, 


Aw'd by ftern honour, , watchful ſpies, 
Dull formal rules I'm — t'obey; 

Like dungeon ſlaves, my haſty eyes 
Juſt ſnatch a glimpſe of cheerful day. 


Abſent, the deſart walks I view; 
Here went Eliza, there ſhe came: 
With tears my lonely couch bedew, 
And, dreaming, figh Eliza's name. 


«© Where is his ſou]? the women cry, 

4 The ſtupid lump ! the lifeleſs earth 
« Where, ſay the men, his briſk reply, 
« His crimſon glaſs, and noiſy mirth 2 


Haſt thou not mark'd my burning kifs, 
My lawleſs pulſe, my bounding heart ? 
How oft, when wild for further Bliſs! 
All trembling from thy arms I ſtart? 
Ah, ſpotleſs fair ! tho? well I find 
My paſſion's ftrong, my reaſon frail ; 
Ah, can I ftain that angel mind, 
And, virtue loſt, let love prevail? 


No; down in ſhades below we'll rove, 
A glorious miſerable pair; 

Gar at thro? all the myrtle grove, 
For burning love and chaſte deſpair. 


Say, if thou loy'ſt, did ever youth 


That wiſh'd like me, like me endure ? 
Doft thou not blame this ſwainiſh truth, 
And wiſh my flame was not ſo pure? 
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In pity hate me, tempting fair! 

An happy exile let me fly; 

What fev*riſh wretch his thirſt can bear, 
That ſees the cooling ftream ſo nigh ? 


Oh, I ſhall all my vows unſay, 

If once I gaze—my blood will glow ; 
This virtuous froſt will melt away, 

And love's wild torrent overflow. 


0 Had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage-ſwain ! 

In Roſalinda's fight, to feed 
My ſheep upon the plain : 

How happy would thoſe days have paſt, 
Which now are fill'd with wo! 

You envious pow'rs ! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot fo low ? 


How ſottiſh cuſtom. over-rules 
The force of nature's law! 
Begun, and carry'd on by fools, 
It keeps mankind in awe : - 
Nature to rule the world deſign'd 
The generous and the fair ; 
But cuſtom has the ſway confin'd 
To ſuch as wealthy are. 


Each charm in Roſalinda's face 
Convincingly declares, 

None can, but. for the ſecond place, 
Contend, when ſhe appears. 

Then, *cauſe blind Fortune has not thrown 
Her favours in her way, nne 

Shall I her ſov'reignty diſown, 
And ſeruple to obey ? 


Ah no: — Dominion is her due, 
The right which nature gave; 

Let him who dares diſpute, but view 
Her eyes—and be her ſlave : 


2 And 
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And may the world, conviac'd by me, 
Before the charmer fall, 

Whoſe beauty makes her fit to be 
Acknowledg'd queen of all. 


1 


FA would I, Chloris, ere I die, 
Bequeath you ſuch a legacy, 
That you might ſay, when I am gone, 
None hath the like : my heart alone 
Were the beſt gift I could beſtow; 
But that's already your's, you know. 
90 that *till-you my heart refign, 

Or fill with your's the place of mine, 
And by that grace my ſtore renew, 

I ſhall have nought worth giving you; 
Whoſe breaſt has all the wealth I have, 
Save a faint carcaſe and a grave : 
But had I as many hearts as hairs, 
As many lives as tas has fears, 
As many lives as years bave hours, 


They ſhould be all, and only your's. 
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2 nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind, 
L. No leſs than a wonder by nature deſlign'd ; 
She's the grief of my heart, the joy ef my eye, 
And the cauſe of a flame that never can die. 


Her mouth, from whence wit {till obligingly flows, 
Has the beautiful bluſh, and the ſmell of the roſe: 
Love and deftiny both attend on her will ; 

She wounds with a look, with a frown ſhe can kill. 


The deſperate lover can hope no redreſs, | 
Where beauty and rigour are both in exceſs ; 

In Sylvia they meet: ſo unhappy am I, | 
Who ſees her muſt love, and who loves her muſt die. 


bd — 
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SK me why I ſend you here 
A This firſtling of the infant year; 
Aſk me why I ſend to you 
This primroſe all bepearl'd with dew, 
I trait will whiſper in your cars, 
The ſweets of love are waſh'd with tears. 


Aſk me why this flow'r doth ſhow 

80 yellow, green, and ſickly too; 

Aſk me why the ftalk is weak, 

And, bending, yet it doth not break ; 
I muſt tell you, theſe diſcover 

What doubts and fears are in a Jover. 


- 


OE night unhappy Celadon, 
Beneath a friendly myrtle's ſhade, 
With folded arms, and eyes caft down, 
Gently repos'd his love-fick head: 
Whilſt Thyrſis, ſporting on the neighbouring plain, 
Thus heard the diſcontented youth complain : 


« Aſk not the cauſe why ſickly flow'rs 
Faintly recline their drooping heads, 
As fearful of approaching ſhow'rs, 
They ſtrive to hide them in their beds, 
Grieving with Celadon they downward grow, 
And feel with him a ſympathy of wo. 


Chloris will go; the cruel fair, 
Regardleſs of her dying ſwain, 
Leaves him to languiſh, to deſpair, 
And murmur out in ſighs his pain. 
The lar qi to proud Edina flies, 
o make new ſlaves, and gain new victories 


$0 reſtleſs monarchs, tho? poſſeſs'd 
Of all that we call ſtate or pow'r, 
Fancy themſelves but meanly bleſt, 
Vainly ambitious ſtill of more. : 
Round the wide world impatiently they roam, 
K Not latisfy'd with private ſway at home.” 
P 5 
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FT have I laugh'd at love's fond pain, 
From little Cupid's fiery dart; 
And ever thought theſe torments vain, 
And his no pow'r to wound a heart; 


Till lovely Chloe I beheld : 

Bright youth ſat blooming on her face, 
Her frame with beauty's glory fill'd, 
And deck'd in ev'ry charming grace. 


Strait to my ſoul, thro? ev'ry vein, 

The ſubtle charms kke lightning run : 
I languiſh with a pleaſing pain, 

And willing yield to be undone, 


Whilſt then I gaze upon her eyes, 
Where little armed loves advance, 

Wing'd at each look, an arrow flies, 
And pointed darts in ev'ry glance. 


With grief her abſence kills me too ! 


I droop, I pine, when ſhe's away; 


As tender plants in winter do, 
That want the ſun's reviving ray. 


Ah, cruel love! at laſt I wear 
Thy chains, thus taken by ſurpriſe z 
Whilſt to fair Chloe you repair, | 
To reign and triumph in her eyes. 


: 


6 you count the ſil ver lights | 

That deck the ſkies and cheer the nights? 
Or the leaves that ftrew the vales, 

When groves are ſtript by winter gales ? 

Or the drops that in the morn i 

Hang with tranſparent pearl the thorn ? 

Or bridegroom's joys, or miſer's cares, 

Or gameſter's oaths, or hermit's prayers ? 

Or envy's pangs, or love's alarms, 


Or Marlb'ro's deeds, or Daphne's charms ? 


\ 


Stre« 
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GTrepnon the young, the lovelieſt ſwain, 
That ever grac'd th' Arcadian plain, 
Fair Celia lov'd, nor lov'd in vain. 


Hymen had warranted delight ; 
But ſtill the ſun, with hated light, 
Deferr'd the pleaſures of the night. 


To eaſe his pain, his harp he ſtrung, 
And charm'd the wain of night along, 
With his ſoft harmonious ſong. 


« Phebus, ruler of the day, 
Swiftly drive the houm away; 
In the ocean drop the light, 
And haften on the lazy night. 


If e'er thou heard*lF a lover's vow, 
Propitious Phœbus, hear me now; 

Since thou, who art the ſun, haſt known 
Love's fires burn fiercer than mine own. 


And when, by my entreaties bow'd, 
Thou ſett'ſt in yonder evening cloud ; 
In Thetis* boſom thou may'ſt lie, 

And truſt the day to Celia's eye. 


To her bright look thy rays will be 
But what Aurora is to thee : | 
Envy ſhall make thee later riſe, 

And own the conqueſt of her eyes.” 


With ſuch ſoft muſic did the ſwain 

Of love's tormenting cares complain, 
That Phœbus haſted on the night, 

And in the ocean dropt the light : 

To Celia's arms then Strephon came, 
And in them quench'd as bright a flame. 


1 


FATAL are thoſe charming eyes, 
And thoſe roſy lips are lovely ;. - 
3 


Fata! 
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Fatal are thoſe charming eyes, | 
He who ſees them hourly/dies. . | 
Oh, how pleaſing were my cure, 

Coy'd my tender poſſion move thee! 
Oh, how pleaſing were my care, \ 
Wou' d'ſt * prove as kind as fair! 


Cory, while his pain he told, 3 
And the nymph inclin'd to hear him; 
Cory, while his pain he told, 4 
Swell'd with hopes, grew kindly bold. 
Oh, how pleaſing was the joy . 
Cory felt as ſhe drew near him ! 
Oh, how pleaſing was the joy 


Celia taſted with the boy. 


1 to love, and love but you, 
Are the joys I moſt purſue. 


Pureſt part of heaven's creation, 
Hear this tender proteſtation: 
You to love, and love but you, 
Are the joys I moſt purſue. 


Let me lay my caſe before you; 
Hopeleſs ſtill, I Rill adore you: 
You to love, and love but you, 
Are the joys I moſt purſue. 


When you ſmile my ills are curing, 
When you frowr they're paſt enduring : 
You to love, and love but you, 

Are the joys I moſt purſue. 


Mov'd by divine inſpiration, 
Who can ſhun their deſtination ? 
You to love, and love but you, 
Are the joys I moſt purſue. , © 


Now, fince nought on earth can mend me, 
Eon let diſſolution end me: | y 
Re), s ou 


Gr 
You to love, and love but you, | 
Are the joys I molt purſue. 9 


— - . * * 
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AS TE, my Nannette, my lovely maid, | 
Haſte to the bow'r thy ſwain has made: 
For thee alone I made the bow'r, 0 
And ſtre wd the couch with many a flow'r. 
None but my ſheep ſhall near us come; 
Venus be prais'd! my ſheep are dumb. 


Great god of love! take thou my crook, 
To keep the wolf from Nannette's flock. 


Guard thou the ſheep, to her ſo dear ; 
My own, alas! are leſs my care. 


But of the wolf if thou'rt afraid, 
Come not to us to call for aid 


For with her ſwain my love ſhall ſtay, - 


% 


Tho! wolf ſhou'd ftroll, and flocks ſhou'd tray. 


em ei. 
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HY throbs my fond boſom; why riſes that ſigh 2. 
Why flutters'my beart when Eliza is nigh ? 
The cauſe of my anguiſh why can't I remove ? 
And tell my Eliza how dearly I love. - 
'Tis not for her beauty the maid I admire ; 
o permanent paſſion can beauty infpire: 
er tenderneſs kindled the flame in my breaſt, 
and while ſhe is tender my paſſion ſhal-laſts 
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NEVER till now I felt love's ſmart ; 
"Twas you alone that ſtole my heart: 
Twas only you, if you'll believe me. 
Tuns only you, if you'll believe me. 
te When 
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When firſt I felt love's fatal pow'rs.. 
Heavy return'd each tedious hour, 
If not with you, if you'll believe me; 
If not with you, if you'll believe me. 


When from this world I'm call'd aways 

For you alone I'd wiſh to ſtay ; | pH 
For you alone, if you'll believe me ; 

For you alone, if you'll believe me. 


Grave on the tomb, where I am laid, 
This youth ne'er lov'd but one dear maid; 
Died but for you, if you'll believe me; 
Died but for you, if you believe me.. 


— — 


Fe ever, O mercileſs fair! 
Will that cruel indifference endure ? 
Can thoſe eyes look. me into deſpair, 
And that heart be unwilling to cure ? 


If I love, will you doom me to die? \ 
Or, if I adore you, upbraid? 
- Can that breaſt the leaſt pity deny 
To the wretch which your beauty has made? 


How oft, what 1 felt to diſguiſe, 
Has my reaſon e ſtrove, 

Till my ſoul almoſt fell Avg my eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereſt love! 


Till render'd unable to flow, . 
By the torture's exceſs which I bore, 

That nature ſunk under the wo, 
Or only recover'd to more. 


Then, Delia, determine my fate, 
Nor let me to madneſs be drove; 
But, O do not tell me you hate, 
If you ey n reſolve not to lore. mr 


1 
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Ceaſe to mourn, unhappy youth ! 
0 Or think this boſom hard; 
My tears, alas! muſt own your truth, 
And wiſh it could reward. 


Th'exceſs of unabating wo, 
This tortur'd breaſt endures, 

Too well, alas ! muſt make me know 
The pain that dwells in your's. 

Condemn'd like you to in vain, 
I ſeek the darkeſt 3 | 

And fondly bear the ſhagpeſt pain 
Of never-hoping love.. 


My waſted day, in endleſs ſighs, 
No ſound of comfort hears ; 

And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes 
To wake her into tears. 


If leep ſhou'd lend her friendly aid, 
In fancy I complain, 

And hear ſome ſad, ſome wretched maid, 
Or ſee ſome perjur'd ſwain. 


- 


— 


Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, O ceaſe! 


Or blame the fates alone ; 
For how can I reſtore your peace, 
Who quite have loſt my own? 


— 


O tell Amynta, gentle ſwain, 
I wou'd not die, nore dare complain: 

Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine. 
To ſouls oppreſs'd, and dumb with grief, 
The gods ordain this kind relief ; 
That muſie ſhou'd in ſounds convey, 
What dying lovers dare not ſay. 


A ſigh or tear, perhaps, ſhe'll give, 
But love on pity cannot live, 


Tell 
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Tell ber that hearts for hearts were made, 
And love with love is only paid: 
Tell her my pains ſo faſt increaſe, 

That ſoon they will be paſt redreſs; 
But, ah ! the wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 
Attends but death to cloſe his eyes. 


je 


— — 


O more ſhall meads be deck'd with flow'rs ; 
Nor ſweetneſs dwell in roſy bow'rs ; 

Nor bloſſom - buds on branches ſpring ; 

Nor warbling birds delight to ſing; 

Nor April vi'lets paint the grove, 

If e'er I Sylvia ceaſe to love. 


The ſiſh ſhall in the ocean burn, 
And into air hard rocks ſhall turn; 
The lowly fhrub out-top the pine, 
And Colin's mate compare to mine; 
The ſweeteſt ſtreams moſt bitter prove, 
If &er I Sylvia ceaſe to love. 


Fond Cupid ſhall his bow lay by, 

And Venus“ doves want wings to fly; 
The ſun forſake its radiant light, 

And day for ever turn to night; 

Around its orb no ſtar ſhall move, 

If e'er I Sylvia ceaſe to love. 


The ant ſhall drink the ocean deep, 
And round the world the ſnail ſhall creep ; 
The vulture from the ſparrow fly, | 
And by the lamb the wolf ſhall die; 

* Inconftant found the turtle-dove, 
If e'er I Sylvia ceaſe to love. 


* 


** 


if ts rifing lark ſalutes the morn, - 
Come let me tune my ſtock and horn ; 
May Hebe come, and hear me play; © 
Where does my laſſy paſs the day ? 
15” or 
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Of ev'ry flow'r I've ſtript the grove, 


To weave this garland for my love. 
How ſweetly ſmells the various wreath ! 
But not ſo ſweet as Hebe's breath. 


How bright a crimſon paints the morn ? 
A brighter Hebe's cheeks adorn. 

How clear a blue the ev'ning ſky ? 

A clearer dwells in Hebe's eye. 


But hark! the wood with muſic ringe; 
I;'t Hebe or the mavis ſlings ? 

Alas! that voice is not fo clear; 

'Tis but the mavis that I hear. 


Ye ſpreading oaks, ye beechen ſhades, 
Ye flocks that crop the tender blades, 
Ye birds that fearleſs ſkim the air, 
Where ſhall I find the wand'riog fair? 


Let miſers toil, let ſoldiers fight, 

Be fame and money their delight; 
With all my heart I'll both refign, 
But be the lowly Hebe mine. 


Pll work for Hebe all the day, 

For her I'll meditate the lay; 

One tender look rewards my toil, 
My ſong, one dear approving ſmile. 


— — - 


S on a ſun-ſhine ſummer's day 
I to the greenwood bent my way; 
The lonely toy fancy took 
Was guided by a filver-brook ; 
And truſt me, truſt me, all I meant, 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. 


Upon its flow'ry banks I ſat, 

Regardleſs or of love or hate, 

| took my pipe, and gan to play 

The ſhepherds merry roundela ; — 
Anl 
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And truſt me, eruſt me, all I meant, 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. | 


All in the ſelf-ſame ſhady grove 
Youthful Sylvia chanc'd to rove ; 
And, by its echo led, drew near, 
My rural oaten-reed to hear: | 
But ſurely, ſurely all ſhe meant, 
Was to be pleas'd and innocent. 


I genily took her hand—ſhe gave 
A look — did my ſoul enſlave ; 

J preſt her ruby lips—in vain; 
They roſe up to be preſt again. 
Thus happy, I'no farther meant, 
Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 


On her ſoft breaſts my hand I laid, 
And a quick light impreſſion made; 
They with a kind] warmth did glow, 
And ſwell'd, and 12 * to overflow :. 
Vet, truſt me, I no farther meant 
Than to be pleas'd and, innocent. L 


In raptures on her eyes I.gaz'd, | 
While, ſweetly bluſhing, [ſhe k rais 1d; 
Each ſenſe was raviſh'd with delight, 
And my ſoul ſtood prepar'd for lebt : 
Ah, blame me not, if then I meant 


More to be pleas'd than innocent. 


N — 


— 


\ VIX) ye gan ober the lee-ri 
My ain 101 deary O . 


And cuddle there ſac Aa 
Wi' me, my kind deary O? 


At thornie · dike and birken- tree . 
We'll daff, and ne'er be weary O; 

They'll ſcug ill een frae you and me, 
Mine aia kind deary O. 


Nat 
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Nae herds wi* kent or colly there, 


Shall ever come to fear ye O; 
But lav'rocks, wp wh irn air, 
Shall woo, like me, their deary O! 


While others herd their lambs and ewes, 
And toil for warld's gear, my jo, 
Upon the lee my pleaſure grows, 
Wi' you, my kind dearie O! 


ww * 


D tuneful nine, to aid my lay, 
For beauty claims a theme 
That far outſhines the breaking day 
On yonder floating ftream :, 
No laurel does the muſe purſue 
That means but to diſpenſe 
The merit that's to virtue due, 
Wit, modeſty, and ſenſe. 


For who can view young Mira's face, 
And not aſpire to praiſe ; 

Where ev'ry charm and winning grace 
Seem emulous to pleaſe? 

Ye modiſh rakes, indulge your taſte; 
Your minds to rove are bent : 

But, truſt me, you muſt fix at laſt, 
Or never know content. 


The taſteleſs pleaſure you enjoy 
Will ſharp reflection prove; 
'Tis thus you ſpurn th* am*rous boy, 
Nor taſte the ſweets of love ; | 
While ev'ry tranſport of the breaſt 
Endears the mutual pair ; 
And happier I than all the reſt, 
If Mira prove ſincere. ' 


OME, gentle god of ſoft repoſe ! 
$ Come ſoothe this — breaſt; 


Shed 
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Shed kiad oblivion o'er my woes, 
Aud lull my cares to reſt. 


Come, gentle ! without th d 
1 fake in ee, 6 
O wrap me in thy filem ſhade, 
For peace is only there. 


Let hope, in ſome prepitions dream, 85 N 5 , 
Her bright illuſions ſpread ; 5 
Onee more let rays of comfort beam — 


E | Around my drooping heacg. 


O quickly ſend thy kind relief, 
Theſe heartfelt pangs remove 3. 
Let me forget myſelf; my greet, - 
And ev'ry care e but love.” 
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Hov'rt gone away, Wow rt gone away, 925 
Thou'rt gone away from me, Mary; 
Nor friends nor I could make thee ſtay, 

Thov'ſ cheated them and me, 9 
Until this hour IL never thought ” 

That ought could alter thee, Ma 
Thou'rt ſtill the miſtreſs of my hea "wa | 

Think what you will of me, Mary. 


Whate'er he ſaid or might pretend, 

That ſtole that heart of thine, Mary; Wn 
True love, I'm fure, was nefer his end, 

Or nae ſuch love as mine, Mary. 

I ſpoke ſincere, nor flatter'd much, 
Had no unworthy thoughts, Mar. 
Ambition, wealth, nor barthing ſuch; 1. 
4 No, I lov'd only thee, Mary. - 


Tho? you've been falſe, yet while 1 lire 
No other maid Pltwoo, Mary; 

Till friends forget, and I forgive, 
"*” wrongs to them and me, Mary. 


a ©: &*S 
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go then farewel z of tliis be ſure, 
Since you've been falſe to me, Mary; 

For all the world I'd not endure | 
Half what I've done for thee, Mary. 


— ä At. * I r 4 


Spoke me leave to rail at you, 

I aſk nothing but my due; - | 
To call you falſe, and then to ſay, - - 
You ſhall not keep my heart a day: 

But, alas! againſt my willy + + 


I muſt be your captive ſtill. | 

Ah, be kinder then ! for 1 "kx 
Cannot change, and would not die. 
Kindneſs has reſiftleſs charms, | 


All beſides but weakly move, 
Fierceſt anger it diſarms, | 
And clips the wings of flying love. 
Beauty does the heart invade, 
Kindneſs only can perſuade ; 
k gilds the lover's ſervile chain, 
And makes the faves grow pleas'd again, | 


. ” — 


Cannot change as others do, 
Tho? you unjuſtly ſeornn © 
vince that poor ſwain that ſighs for you, 
For you alone was born. * 
No, Phillis, no; your heart to move 
A ſurer way I'll try; 
And, to revenge my lighted love, 
Will ſtill love on and die. 


When, kill'd with grief, Amyntas lies, 
And you to mind ſhalt call 

The Gghs that now unpity'd riſe, 
The tears that vainly fall : 


r 
That welcome hour that ends this ſmart 
Will then begin your pain; \ 
For ſuch a faithful tender heart | 
Can never break in vain. 


Hrough mournful ſhades, and ſolita 
T Fans d with the ſighs of unſucceſefol — 5 
Wild with deſpair, young Thyrfis ftrays, 
Thinks over all Amyra's heav'aly charms, 
_ Thinks he now ſees her in another's arms; 
Then at ſome willow's root himſelf he Jays, 
The lovelieſt, moſt unhappy ſwain ; | 
And thus to the wild woods he does complain : 


How art thou chang'd, O Thyrfis ! fince the time 
When thou could” love and hops without a crime? 
When nature's pride and earth's delight, 

As through her ſhady evening grove ſhe paſt, 
And a new day did all around her caft, 

Could ſee, nor be offended at the Gght, 
The melting, fghing, wiſhing ſwain, 
That now, alas! mult never hope again? 


Riches and titles ! why ſhould they pferail, 
Where duty, love, and adoration, il? 
Lovely Amyra, ſhould'ſt thou prize 
The empty noiſe that a vain title makes, 
Or the vile traſh that with the vulgar takes, 
Before a heart that bleeds for thee, and dies ? 
 Unkind ! but pity the poor ſwain 
Your rigour kills, nor triumph o'er the ſlain. 


* * 


HAT fury does diſturb my reſt ? 
What hell is this within my breaſt ? 
Now I abhor, and now I love; 
And ſtill an equal torment prove. 


I ſee Celinda's cruelty, 
I fee ſhe loves all men but me; 
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I ſee her falſehood, ſee her pride, 
ſee ten thouſand faults beſide; 

I ſee ſhe ſticks at nought that's il] ; 
Yet, oh ye pow'rs ! I love her till. 


Others on precipices run, 

Which, blind with love, they cannot ſhun : 
I ſee my danger, ſee my ruin 

Yet ſeek, yet court, my own undoing ; 
And each new reaſon I explore | 
To hate her, makes me love her more. 


Round the ſpacious landſcape rove, 
The Naiads haunt, the Triton's bed, 
Search every grot, and every grove, 
Where art and nature beauties ſhade ;. 


Whate'er is rich, whate'er is rare, 
Whate'er is worthieſt to be known, 

Colle& from ſea, and earth, and air, 
From foſſil, plant, or precious ſtone. 


While wonders then with wonders vie, 
And latent miracles diſpenſe ; 

While this attracts the raptur'd eye, 
And that allures the raviſh'd ſenſe : 


O come, in all thy native grace, 
Maria come, and bleſs the view, 

And every former beauteous trace 
Shall vaniſh like the morning dew. 


ERE's all her geer, her wheel, her work; 
Theſe little bobbins to and fro 
How oft I've ſeen her fingers jirk, 
Her pretty fingers white as ſnow ! 


Tach object to me is ſo dear, 
My heart at fight on't throbbing goes; 


"Twas 
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"Twas here ſhe ſat her down—and here 
She told me ſhe was Colin's roſe. 


This poſey, for her, when ſhe's dreſs'd, 
I've brought: alas, how happy I! 

Cou'd I be like theſe flow'rs careſs'd ; 
And, like them, on her boſom die. 


The violet and pink I took, | 
And every pretty flow'r that blows ; 
The roſe too; but how mean *twill look, 
When by the fide of my ſweet Roſe. 


PRithee, ſweet fair one, why fo coy ? 
Hence with that frown of cold diſdain; 
Beauty like thine was form'd for joy, 
And mirth and gentleneſs ſhould fill thy train: 
Let meaner beauties ſtudy to give pain; 
Tis nobler far to build, than to deftroy. 


Tune then thy heart to gentle love, 
With ſmiles my fondeſt vows receive; 
Each anxious care ſhall far remove, 4a, 
To love and mutual joys alone we'll live, 
Joys only heavenly charms like thine can give, 
Joys only conſtant hearts like mine can prove. 


% 
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8 Cupid, wanton, amorous boy, | 
The other day, mov'd with my lyre, 
In flatt'ring accents ſpoke his joy, 

And utter'd thus his fond deſire. 


« Oh, raiſe thy voice! one ſong I aſk; 
Touch then thy harmonious ſtring: 
To Thyrfis eaſy is the taſk, 
Who can ſo ſweetly play and ſing. 


Two kiſſes from my mother dear, | ( 


Thyrfis, thy due reward ſhall be: | 
X None, 
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Paris has vouch'd this truth for me.“ 


[ trait reply'd, . Thou kuow'ſt alone 
That brighteſt Chloe rules my breaſt ; 
Ill fing thee two inſtead of one, 

If thou'lt be kind, and make me bleſt. 


One kiſs from Chloe's lips, no more 
I crave.” He promis'd me ſucceſs ; 
I play'd with all my {kill and pow'r, 
My glowing paſſion to expreſs. 


But, oh ! my Chloe, beauteous maid ! 
Wilt thou the wiſh'd reward beſtow? 
Wilt thou make good what Love has ſaid, 
And, by thy grant, his power ſhow ? 


nn. —— — 
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(7 HERE is pleaſure, tell me where ? 
What can touch my breaft with joy ? 
All around the ſpacious ſphere, 

Let my muſe her ſearch employ. 


Wealth, thy ſhining ſtores produce, 
Heap'd in golden mountains rife ; 

Thee let (ofclefs miſers chooſe,- 
Thou canſt ne'er allure my eyes, 


Honour, let thy chariot roll, 
Deck'd with titles, pageants, arms ; 

Thou may*& charm th' ambitious ſoul ; 
But for me thou haſt no charms. 


Ruddy Bacchus, try thy pow'r, 
Gaily laugh aftride thy tun; 

Thee let frantic bards adore, 
Pleaſure thon for me haſt one. 


Oaly Delia, gentle fair, 
Can the precious boon beſtow ; 
Give, ye pow'rs! O give me her! 


She's the all I aſk below. 


WHILE 
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HILE from our looks, fair nymph, you gue 
> 


The ſecret paſſions of our 
My heavy eyes, you ſay, confeſs, 
A heart to love and grief inclin'd. - 


There needs, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatal ſecret found ; 
With the ſame caſe you threw the dart, 


*Tis certain you may ſhew the wound. 


How can I ſee you and not love, 
While you as opening eaſt are fair? 
While cold as northern blaſts you prove, 
How can I love, and not deſpair ? 


The wretch in double fetters _ 
Your potent merey may releaſe: 
Soon, if my love but once were crown'd, 


Fair propheteſs, my grief would ceaſe. 


* 


—_ —_— — 
* 1 


\ 


THE merchant,. to ſecure his treaſure, 
Conveys it in a borrow'd name : 
Euphelia ſerves to grace my meaſure; 
But Cloe is my real flame. 
My ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre, 


Upon Euphelia's toilet lay ; 
When Cloe noted her defire 


That I ſhould fing, that I ſhould play. 
My lyre I tune, my voice I raiſe, 


But with my numbers mix my fighs ;. 
And whilſt I fing Euphelia's praiſe, 
I fix my foul on Cloe's eyes. 


Fair Cloe bluſh'd ; Euphelia frown'd : 


"A 


I ſung and gaz d; I play'd and trembled: 


And Venus to the loves around 
Remark'd how ill we all diſſembled. | 


YES, 
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* faireſt proof of beauty's pow'r, 
Dear idol of my panting heart! 
Nature points this my fatal hovr : 

And I have liv'd ; and we muſt part. 


While now I take my laſt adien, 
Heave thou no figh, nor ſhed a tear ; 
Leſt yet my half-clos'd eye may view 
On earth an obje& worth its care. 


From jealouſy's tormenting ſtrife 
For ever be thy boſom freed ; 
That nothing may diſturb thy life, 
Content I haſten to the dead. 


Yet when ſome better-fated youth 

Shall with his amorovs parly move thee ; 
Reflect one moment on his truth 

Who, dying thus, perſiſts to love thee. 


* 


HAT which her ſlender waiſt confin'd, 
Sball now my joyful temples bind: 
No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 


It was my heav'n's extremeſt ſphere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer : 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
| Did all within this circle move ! 


A narrow compaſs ; and yet there 

Dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair : 
Give me but what this ribband bound, 
Take all the reſt the ſun goes round. 


GAY, Myra, why is gentle love 

A ftranger to that mind 

Which pity and eſteem can move; 
Which can be juſt and kind? 
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Is it, becauſe you fear to ſhare 
The ills that love moleſt ; | 
The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the amorous breaſt? 
Alas! by ſome degree of wo 
We ew'ry bliſs muſt gain: 
The heart can neer a tranſport know r 
That never feels a pain. = 


: 


Arent of blooming flow'rs and gay defires, 
Youth of the tender year, delightful Spring! 
At whoſe approach, inſpir'd with equal fires, 
The amoroue nightingale and poet fing. 


Aga doſt thou return, but not with thee 
Return the ſmiling hours I once poſſeſt: 
Bleſſings thou bring'ſ to others, but to me 

The ſad remembrance that I once was bleſt. 


Thy faded charms, which winter ſnatch'd away, 
Renew'd in. all their former luftre ſhine 3 

But, ah ! no more ſhall hapleſs I be gay, 
Or know the vernal joys that have been mine. 


Tho? linnets fing, tho' flow'rs adorn the green, 

| Tho? on their wings ſoft zephyrs fragrance bear ; 

F' Harſh is the mulic, joyleſs is the ſcene, | 
The odour faint ; for Delia is not there. 


Cheerleſs and cold I feel the genial ſun, | 
From thee while abſent I in exile rove; , . 
Thy lovely preſence, faireſt bgbt!; alone 


warm my heart to gladneſs and to love. 1 2 


1 — 
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ARD is the fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, 
But to the ſympathetic groves. 
But to the lonely liſt' ning plain, 


81 ö Oh! 
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Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
Oh, when her foctſteps next are ſeen 


I _ racks along the mead, 
: e 


Ve ph ſpirits of the vale,, . 
o whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, | 
And figh my forrows'in her car. 


O, tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 


Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is as her ſpotleſs ſoul refin'd. 


Not her own guardian age! eyes | 
his care, 


With chaſter tendern 
Not purer her own wikhes riſe, 


Not holier her own ſighs in pray'r. | 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 
Should ſtart at love's ſuſpected name, 
With that of friendſhip ſoothe her eat 
True love and friendlhip are the ſame. 


— 


Tho? fear my tongue muſt ever "MF . 


—_— am * 
. 


OME, hap 125 of TR defre,. 
Come polleſs my happy breaſt ! f 
Not, fury-like, in flames and fire, 


In rapture, rage, and nonſenſe, dreſt. 


Theſe are the vain diſguiſe of love, 
And, or beſpeak diſſembled pains, 
Or elſe a fleeting paſſion prove — 


The frantic fury of the veins. . 


- But come in friendſhip's angel. guiſe; 
Yet dearer thou than friendſhip art : 
More tender ſpirit in thy eyes, 
More ſweet emotions at the beart, 


© come, with neſs in thy train, 
Boe e aden void of 


? * 


train, 


* 
ay? 


Al 
al 
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And, would'ſt thou me for ever gain, 
Put on Amanda's winning form. 


—— 


— — — 
nnn... 


1 


o, gentle zephyr! end bear 
This gentle ſigh to Cylia's ear: 

In ſofteſt whiſpers tell my pain, 
Tell how I love, and how complain. 


Then, whilſt in wanton amorous play, 
You o'er her ſnowy boſom ſtray,  _ 
Or to her coral lip repair, 

Or ſport upon her beauteous hair; 


Then, gentle god! my pain impart 
Convey this figh into her heart : , 


18 


This gh will mourn my fate, and move 


Her pity ſure, if not her love. 


Haſte, zephyr, haſte, and wing thy way, 
Thyſelf may* there thyſelf o' erpay: 
Thou from her balmy breath may'ſt bring 
Sweet odours to enrich the ſpring; 


Thou from the lovely white and red, 
Which my fair Celia's face o*crſpread, 
May'ſt teach thy Flora to compoſe 
The beauteous lily and the roſe. 


Hafte, then; and fince thy breath abates 
The heat in flame, or flame creates; 
Raiſe her's, kind god! or mioe deftroy ; 
Let Celia burn, or Damon die. | 


——__A_w___ ** 


ET bold ambition lie 
Within the warrior's mind; 
Falſe honours let him buy, ; 
With flaugbter of mankind : 
To crowns of doubtful right, 
Lay thouſands in their grave ; Whit 
x ile 
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While wretched armies fight 
Which matter ſhall enſlave. 


Love took my heart by ftorm ; | 
Let him there rule alone, 
Ia Charlotte's charming form, 
Still fitting on his throne. 
How will my ſoul rejoice 
At his commands to fly, 
If ſpoken in that voice, - 
or hok'd from that dear eye 


To univerſal ſway 
Love's title is the beſt ; 
Well ſhall we, him obey 
Who makes his ſubjects bleſt: 
If heav'n for human good 
Did empire firſt detign, 
Love muſt be underſtood 
To rule by right divine. 


WHERE a fair mead its verdure ſpread, 
Damon, a ſwain, did Celia woo : 
Never was ſeen, on mead or green, 

A nymph more fair, or ſwain more true. 


In humble flrain he told his pain, 
And ſu'd as faithful lovers ſue : 
The humbler he, the loftier ſhe:; * 
For ſhe was fair, and he was true. | 


Beauty, he cry'd, is ſhort-liv'd pride, 
The wonder of a year or two— 
In vain he tries to moralize ; 


She ſtill is fair, and he is true. 


The muſe's aid he gently pray'd ; | 
What may not love and verſe ſubdue ? 
Nor verſe nor love her heart can move ; 
; She ſtill is fair, and he is true. 


S The 
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The pink, the roſe, for her be choſe, 

Narciſſus white, and violet blue : 

Unheeded lie their ſweets, and die; 
For ſhe was fair, and hg was true, 


Be thine, he ſaid, as nigh they play'd, 
Theſe my twin lambkins with their ewe: 

She look'd ; that look her meaning ſpoke ; 
For ſhe was fair, and he was true. 


Muſt no regard his love rewand > 
To conſtancy is nothing: due? 
Nor thought nor care, be ſhe but fair, 
Has Celia, be he falſe or true. 


With filent tide the years they glide ; 
Thy glories, Celia, nom are few: 

When thoſe are paſt, his love ſtrall laſt ; 
And ſhall not he be counted true? 


What once thou wert, his faithful, heart 
In blooming likeneſs ſhall renews _ 

He ſtill ſhall there record you fair; 

- And ſhall not he be counted true? 


When in his breaſt thy charms-expreſt, 
Shall fill their virgin luſtre ſhew;. 

Know, Celia, know to whiom. you awe 
Thoſe charms, and own: that he is true. 


1 
a. ä 
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F V'ning now from purple wings, 

Sheds the grateful gifts ſhe brings; 
Brilliant drops. bedeck the mead, 
Cooling breezes ſhake the reed; 
Shake the reed, and curl the ſtream, 
Silver'd o'er with Cynthia's beam : 

Near the chequer'd, lonely grove, 
Hears and keeps thy ſecrets, love. 


Thither, Delia, let us ſtray, 
Lightly o'er the dewy way; | 
I Phe bus 
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phœbus drives his burning car, 

Hence, my lovely Delia, far : 

In his ſtead the queen of night | 
Sheds around a lambent light; 
Light that ſerves but juſt to ſhow, | 
Breaſts that beat, and cheeks that glow. 


Leet us there in whiſper'd joy 


All the ſilent hours employ ; - 
Silence beſt, and duſky ſhades, 
Pleaſe the heart that love invades. 
Other paſſions then at reſt, 


Love poſſeſſes all the breaſt. 


- 
—— 
— — tt 


Ne the ſoft ſighs of vernal gales, 
The fragrance of the flow'ry vales, 
The murmurs-of the cryſtal rill, - 

The vocal grove, the verdant hill ; 

Not all their charms, tho? all unite, 

Can touch my boſom with delight. 


Not all the gems on India's ſhore, 

Not all Peru's unbounded ſtore, 

Not all the pow'r, nor all the fame, 

That heroes, kings, or poets claim ; 

Nor knowledge which the learn'd approve, 
To form one wiſh my ſoul can move. 


Yet nature's charms allure my eyes, 

And knowledge, wealth, and fame, I prize; 
Fame, wealth, and knowledge, I obtain, 
Nor ſeek I Nature's charms in vain; 

In lovely Stella all combine, 

And, lovely Stella, thou art mine. 


— * 1 — \ * A 


"_ — 


F Lavin, why ſurmiſe a pow'r 


Can with your charms hold equal fway ? 
If &er my heart the feſtive 2 | 
Was with carouſive bumpers gay, 
8 2 


Be 
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Be witneſs, Cupid, conſcious boy 
Of raptures real or in view, 

How far more exquiſite the joy 

— To be alone with you. 


If e'er a nymph at dear Vauxhall 
Could touch my ſenſes with alarm, — 
If &er at op'ra, play, or ball, 
My heart confeſs'd a female charm, — 
Be witneſs, Cupid, &c. - 


If &er in pleaſing reverie 
I meditate in am'rous train, 
Or with the rural maids make free, 
All wanton, on the new-mow'n plain, 
Be witneſs, Cupid, &c, 


If e'er a dream of fancy's frame 
My thoughts did with delight employ ; 
If with a lover's ardent flame, | 
I &er partook of genuine joy, 
Be witneſs, Cupid, &c. 


—— 


— — ” _ — 
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8 erſt to Damon's ſacred ſhade - 
Theſe eyes their grateful tribute paid, 
Of many a tear beguil'd; 
Sweet Anna ſaw my tender grief, 
And in kind pity —_— relief; 
She kifs'd me, and I ſmil'd. d 


Ambition next my boſom warm'd ; 
Adieu each ſofter care !—Alarm'd, 
The fair enchantreſs came; : 

One kiſs infus'd a gentler fire; 
I felt the noble heat expire, 
And curs'd the phantom Fame. 


Transfixt by Fancy's poiſon'd dart, 
When late my inly-wounded heart 


Conſum'd in filent pain; 
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Like wounded Edward's generous bride, 


Sweet Anne her baby lips apply'd, 
And drew out all the bane. 


Strange to relate, the tygreſs, Rage, 

Her gentle kiſſes can 2 855 
And in ſoft fetters bind : 

Not muſic's pow'rful chavms Cer r gain, 

Or calm philoſophy uttain d, | 
Such empire o'er the mind. I vi c 


Then to ſecure my peace and Mlits, © 

Sweet Anne, in one eternal kiſs __ ee Y 
Breathe in th' all-healing balm :— 

No—ceaſe, thou fatal fond defire— - 

Ah, treacherous. kiſſes! you inſpire 
More paſſions than you calm. 


HEN on thy — l e 
Enraptur'd "am to call thee mine 
To call thee mine for life, 
I glory in the ſacred ties 
(Which modern wits and fools Jeſpile) - 
Of huſband and of wife. 


One mutual flame inſpires our bliſe ; ; 

The tender look——the melting kiſs, 
Ev'n years have not deſtroy d; 

Some ſweet ſenſation ever new 

Springs up —and proves the maxim true, 
That love can ne'er be cloy'd. 


Have I a with ? 'tis all for thee ? 

Haſt thou a wiſh? 'tis all for me: 
So ſoft our moments move, 

That angels look with-ardent gaze, 

Well pleas'd to ſee our happy days, 
And bid us live—and love. 


If cares ariſe (and cares will come) 


e oy boſom is my ſofteſt home, 
9.3 = 
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I lull me there to reſt ; 


And is there aught diſturbs my fair, 
I bid ber figh out all her care, 
And lofe it in my breaſt. 


Have I a joy, tis all her own, 
Or her's and mine are all but one: 
Our hearts are ſo entwin'd, 
That, like the ivy round the tree, 
Bound up in cloſeſt amity, 
*Tis death to be digjoin'd. 


* 


LIZ A, you ſay that all ſongs are the fame, . 
Aud turn on the ſubject 4 : 

That they paint but the brightneſs or ſtrength of a flame, 
The foftneſs or faith of a dove. | 


Is it ftrange, that a regent who governs our lives, 
And is ever our bleſſing or oh 

In tories of proſe to be uppermoſt ſtrives, 
Or thruſts himſelf forward in verſe? 


To the free in a court or the ſave in a cell, 
This flattering viſion remains; -— 
Tho? in palaces Cupid is happy to dwell, 
Yet he viſits-the-wretched in chains. 
If gallant and gay, in the reign he refin'd, 
reat Villars with Shrewſbury toy'd 


Poor Mary of Scotland, in durance confin'd,, 
The love of her Bothwell enjoy'd. © 


- 'Thro' every toil of Ulyſſes, his bride 


Was a hope that ſurviv'd to the laſt; | 
- When to baffle the force of a Cyclop he try'd, 
Or rode through the waves on a maſt. 


'Then ſay not, Eliza, the paſſion can tire, 
Or too oft with its ſhadow we play; 

For you its reality live to inſpire, | 
And waken each amorous lay. 
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The man who on love is forbidden to write, 
And muſt heavier ſtudies purſue, 

Should never, Eliza, come into your fight, 
Or venture to liſten to you. 


— 


Wonder what the grave and wiſe 
Think of all us that love ; 
Whether our pretty fooleries 
Their mirth or anger move : 
They underſtand not breath that words does want; 
Our ſighs to them are inhgaificant. 


One of them ſaw me, t' other day, 
Touch the dear hand which I admire ; 
My ſoul was melting ſtraight away, 
And dropt before the fire: 
This filly wiſe-man, who pretends to know, 
Aſk'd why I look'd ſo pale, and trembled ſo ? 


Another, from my miſtreſs door 
Saw me with eyes all watery come; 
Nor could the hidden cauſe explore, 
But thought ſome ſmoke was in the room : 
Such ign'rance from unwounded learning came ; 
He knew tears made by ſmoke, but not by flame. 


If learn'd in other things. you be, 
And have in love no ſkill,, 
For God's ſake keep your arts from me, 
For I'll be ignorant ſtill: - 
Study or action others may embrace; 
My love's my buſineſs, and my books her face. 


Theſe are but trifles, I confeſs, 
Which me, weak mortal! move; 
Nor is your buſy ſeriouſneſs 
Leſs trifling than my love : 
The wiſeſt king, who from his ſacred breaſt 
Fronounc'd all vanity, choſe it for the beſt. 


Defend 


D my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 

p From am'rous looks and ſmiles ; 

And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, 
From love's deftruQtive wiles: 

Ig vain let fighs and melting tears 
Employ their moving art, | 

Nor may deluſive oaths and pray*rs 

F*er triumph in my heart. 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay, 
While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
"And figh their ſouls 'away : 
Far other dictates I purſue, 
(My bliſs in virtue plac'd), 
And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
| Who real worth-can taſte. 


To fly, like bird, from grove to grove, 
To wander like the TN * | 
To fip of ſweets, and taſte of love, 
Is not enough for me: "*Þ 
No flutt'ring paſſions wake my breaft ; 
I wiſh the place to fad, 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 


One ſhepherd to my mind. 


To ev'ry youth I'll not be gay, 
Nor try on all my pow'r ; 
Nor future pleaſures throw away, 
In toyings for an hour. 
I would not reign the general toaſt, 
Be prais'd by all the ton; 
A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
I'll bear but only one. 


For which of all the flatt'ring train, 2 
Who. ſwarm at bcauty's ſhrine, 
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When youth's gay charms are in the wane, 
Will court their ſure decline? 
Then fops, and wits, and beaux, forbear, 
Your arts will never do; 


For ſome fond youth ſhall be my care 
Life's chequer'd ſeaſon through. 


My little heart ſhall Iove a home, 
A warm and ſhelter'd neft ; 

No giddy flights ſhall make me roam 
From where I moſt am bleft : 

With love and only that dear ſwain, 
What tranquil joys I ſee! 

Farewel, ye falſe, inconſtant train! 
For one is all to me. 


/ 


— 
2 — — 


OUNG Strephon, the artful, the dangerous ſwain, 
My love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 
With the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft bad betray'd, 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid ; 
But appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
| baffled his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare : 
For virtue I love; and was taught in life's morn, 
When I gather'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 


His tears I negleQed, his oaths I deſpis'd ; ; 

For his heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths, he diſguis'd : 
What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 

(The prodigal bounty of arts and deſign) : 

He coax'd and he flatter'd my perſon in vain, 

And practis'd each art on my weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by prudence, I laugh'd him to bh : 

Tho! I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn. 


He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 
What credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 
He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 
at his heart and thoſe fair-ones were victims to me. 
| told him, thoſe victims and faith I'd deſpiſe, 
And from ſuch examples would learn to be wiſe K 
t 
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That I never would proſtitute virtue to feorn, 
Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſhac'd of his guilt ; 
Was his paſhon on virtue, not wantonneſs, built; 
Was his heart as ſincere as his oaths are profane, 

T could fancy (I own I could fancy) the ſwain: 
But experience has taught me tis dang*rous to truft, 
And folly to think he can ever be juſt ; 

So I'll Rifle my flame, and reject him with fcorn, 
Leſt I graſp at the roſe, 2 hurt by the thorn. 


—— _ . a. 
„ 


YE nymphs, 'tis true, to Colin's [train 
I oft have liſten'd in the prove ; 
And can you blame me, that a ſwain 


Like Colin ſhould engage my love? 


Alas! could I my heart ſecure, 
_ . Valeſs to worth and merit blind? 
Ah ! fay, could you yourſelves endure 

To flight a ſwain ſo true and kind? 
When truth conveys the tender tale, 

And bonour breathes the ſhepherd's fagh, 
Love o' er diſcretion will prevail; 


To ſhun its pow'r in vin we try. 


* 
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AH,: Strephon, what can mean the joy, 
The eager joy I prove, | 
While you each tender art 

To win my foul to love? 


So well your on you reveal, 
So act che lover's part, 
That I with buſhes on I feel 
A rebel in my heart. 


Then take the heart that pines to go, 
But fee it kindly us'd ; K 
Ea or 


or 
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For who ſuch prefents will beſtow, 
If this ſhould be abus'd!. 
— — — 


H and fear alternate riſing, 

Strive for empire o'er my heart; 

Ev ry peril now deſpiſing, 1 
Now at ev'ry breath I ſtart. 


Teach, ye learned ſages, teach me, 
How to ſtem this beating tide; 
If you've any rules to teach me, 


Haſte and be the weak one's guide. 


Thus our trials, at a diſtanee, 
Wiſdom's ſcience promiſe aid; 

Yet, in need of their aſſiſtance, 
We attempt to graſp a ſhade. 


H, why muſt words my flame reveal? 
Why needs. my Damon bid me tell 
What all my actions prove? | 
A bluſh whene'er I mect bis eye, 
Whene'er I hear his name a figh, 
Betrays my ſecret love. 


In all their ſports upon the 

My eyes ſtill fix*d — remain, 
And him alone approve ; 

The reſt, unheeded, dance or play, 

From all he ſteals my praiſe away; 
And can he doubt my love ? 


When&er we meet, my looks confeſs 
The joys that all my foul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care remove: - + 
Nill, Rill, too ſhort appears his lay, 
The moments fly too faſt away, 
Too faft for my fond. love. 
Does 
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Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe? 
80 vlens'd — with all he * 
I ev'ry word approve. 
But is he blam'd, altho? in jeſt? 
I feel reſentment fire my breaft, 
Alas! becauſe I love. 


But, ah! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I ſuſpe& his looks impart 
: om leaſt defire to rave ! 

ate the maid that gives me paio ; 
Yet him to hate I ſtrive in vain, 

For, ah ! that hate is love. 


Then aſk not words, but read mine eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my ſighe, 

My paſſion theſe will prove: 
Words oft deceive, and ſpring from art; 
The true expreſſions of my heart 
To Damon, muſt be love. 


| PERM place to place, forlorn I go, 
With downcait eyes, a filent ſhade ; 
Forbidden to declare my wo; | 


To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, afraid. 


My inward pangs, my ſecret grief, 
, y ſoft conſenting looks betray : 
He loves, but gives me no relief ; 
Alas ! why ſpeaks not he—who may ? 


rn a nn 
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"TY late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, 

1 I ſaw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh'd I could pleaſe; 
Reflection ſtood till, while I fancy'd your eyes 
Read the language of mine, and reply'd to my figts. 
Thus cheated*by hope, I unheeded went on, 

And judg'd of your heart by the throbs of my own. 
Delufive, fond hope, ſcem'd at laſt to perſuade, 


That friendſhip, that kindneſs, with love was * 
5 Ut, 


. 
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For fancy no longer its ſuccour will lend, 


To form the fond lover, or fix the firm friend : 


But, alas! all is chang'd ; and with anguiſh I find 
Words and looks prove but civil, which once I thought 


(kind; 


Then buſh, my poor heart, and no longer complain, 
t 


Thy honour, 


y virtue, pronounce it is vain; 


Thy thoughts ſwell to crimes ; drive this love from thy 
Perform well thy duty, let fate do the reft. (breaſt ; 


pou imperfect is expreſſion 
Some emotions to impart, 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart! 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 
And beat what broken, falt'ring, dying 
Language would, but cannot tell. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 
Quite expreflive paints my cheek. 
Aſk no more—behold your error; 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 
What tho' ſilent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air ? 
Mark my eyes; and, as they languiſh, 


[Read what your's have written there. 


O that you could once conceive me 
Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view ! 


Love has nought more fond, believe me ; 


Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 
How imperbect is expreſſion 
Some emotions to impart, 
en we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart ! 


Q rephon, when you ſee me fly, 
Let not this your fear create; 


Maids 


„ 


Maids may be as often ſhy 
Qut of love as out of hate: 
| When from you I fly away, 
It is becauſe I dare not fray. 


Did T out of hatred run, 
Leſs you'd be my pain and care; 
But the youth I love, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch a trial bear ! 
Who that ſuch. a ſwain did ſee, 
Who could Jove and fly like 'me ? 


Cruel duty bids me go; 
Gentle love commands my ſtay : 
Duty's ſtill to love a foe; 

- Shall I this or that obey ? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid froiles ; 
That defends, and this beguiles. 


Ever by theſe cryſtal ſtrea ms 
T covld fit and hear thee ſigh; _ |; - 
' Raviſh'd with theſe pleaſing dreams, 
O 'tis worſe thay, death to fly! 
But the danger is (6 great, 
Fear gives wings inſtead of hate. 


Strephon, if you love me, leave me; 
If you ſtay, I am undone: Y 
Oh, with ag you may deceive me! 
Pr'ythee, charming ſwain, be gone: 
Heav'n decrees that we ſhould part; 
That has my vows, but you my heart. 


ii 
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Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 
panting heart true meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry figh repeats : 1 
I figh with joy, that thou may'ſt ſce 
I ſympathiſe in all with thee, 


I | | No 


WIr on my-Colis's Love I fit, | 
M 
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No matter how the ice was broke, 

Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke : 

Who only barter love for love, 

The niceneſe. of the paſſion prove; 

For oft ingratitude we give, 

And ſometimes gen*rouſly receive. 


Levell'd by love, let neither wy 

To fix ſuperiority ; 8 

Since all the kind, the fond conteſt, 
Of whether you or I love beſt, 

Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
But jars the ſound of harmony. | 


—_—— — uw wr... * n r — Mi. 
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HAT harm in fo fimple a token of love ? 

I cull'd him the prime of the garden and grove ; 

He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew ; 
Yet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue. 


Can ſmiles and ſoft accents a virgin betray ? 

No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they— 

He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, 
And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor maid. 


In my quick-mounting bluſhes the virgins deſcry 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny 
Aud the cold-hearted prudes, ah ! how wary they ſhun 
Ihe maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone. f 


Your thougbts then, dear fiſters, with caution conceal, 
The ſoft-growing paſſion be low to reveal; 

Viltruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, , 
That granting a whiſper is granting too much. 


Dr 
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OVE's but the frailty of the mind, 
When *tis not with ambition join'd; 
A lickly flame, which if not fed expires, 
And, feeding, waſtes in ſelf-conſuming fires. 


T 2 Tis 


( 220 } 


*Tis not to wound a wanton boy, 
\ 'That gives the heart ecſtatic joy; 
But *tis the glory to have pierc'd a ſwain 
For whom igferior beauties figh'd in vaitte- 


Then I alone the conqueſt prize, 

When I inſult a rival's eyes: 
If there's delight in love, tis when I fee 
The heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 


_—_ Py : A. 
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Uardian angels, now protect me, 
| Send to me the ſwain I love; 

| Cupid, with thy bow direct me; 
| Help me, all ye pow'rs above! 
| Bear him my fighs, ye gentle breeze! 
Tell him 1 love and I deſpair; - | 
Tell him, for bim I grieve; 

Say, tis for him I livre: 
O may the ſhepherd be fincere ! 


| Thro' the ſhady groves PI wander, + 
| Silent as the bird of night. * 
Near the brink of yonder fountain 
| Firſt Leander bleſs'd my fight: 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeat the vows he ſwore: 
\. Can he forget me? | 
Will he forget me? 
Shall I never ſee him more:? 


Does he love, and yet forſake me, 
To admire a nymph more fair? 
If tis fo, I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair. | 
"Some lonely cave I'll make my dwelliag, 
Ne'er more the cares of life purſue; | 
The lark and philomel | 
Oaly ſhall hear me tell, Sk wt 
What makes me bid the world adieu. 


SINCE 
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INCE Joſt to peace of mind ſerene, 

8 I drag my chain in ſruitleſs hope, 
I'll court each melancholy ſcene, 

And give my ſorrows their full ſcope. 
Who ſports with fierce, deſtruRive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er thou art; 
Think of thy Mary's breaking heart. 


Secure thy ſtately caftle rides 
Upon the boſom of the deep: 
The ſtormy wind and wave abides, |; 
And free from anxious care you ſleep. | 
But balmy ſleep and downy cell 1 
Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 
Wheo jealous fears like mine ſhalt prove 
The truth of my dear failor's love. 


Hope, doubt, and fear, are winds and waves, 
More dreadful to the love-tofs'd mind, 
Than thoſe the ſkilful ſeaman braves, 

Who leaves pale care and grief behind. 
Th' adventurous maid embark'd like me, 
That fails on ſuch a troubled ſea, De 
The ocean's rage would gladly meet, 
And in his depths ſeek a retreat. 


Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon whiſper to thy fears: 
My ſailor may return again,” | 
Crown'd with ſucceſs, to dry my tears ; 
When fame, with all her gaudy-charms, 
Shall yield him to my longing arms, 
And one bleſs*d hour together blend 
The lover, hero, huſband, friend. 


4 ” 4 * 8 * 


NE morning very early, on& morning in the {privg, 
I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did fing; 
Her chains ſhe rattled on her hands, while ſweetly thus 
ſung ſhe, | | | 
ore my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


+ ds. i 


— Tz 
. 


| 
| 


With roſes, lilies, 


But ah, unhappy maiden? that love you ne er ſhall ſee; 
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O cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to ſea, 

And cruel, cruel was the ſhip that bore my love from me 

Yet I love bis parents, fince 8 bis, albo? t they 
ruin'd me 3. 


And I love my love, 1 1 know my re ! Jab me. 
O ſhould i « Ls the pitying pow'rs to call me to the 


* 


Id 2 . grardiun avgel's charge around my love 


to fly 
To guard him from all Jan - x7 how: hap ſhould I be! 
For I love my love, - becauſe I know my ve loves me. 


Pll make a ſtrawy garland, II make i it wond'rous fine; 
hes, I'll. mix the eglantine; 

And Pl! preſent it to my love when be returns from ſea; 

For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh, if I were a little bird, to build upon his breaft l 

= if I were a nightingale, to ling my love to reſt! 
ze upon his lance eyes, all my reward ſhould be; 

Fort love my love, Nene 1 know my love loves me. 


Oh, if I were an eagle, to ſoar into the ſky! 
I'd gaze around with piercing. eyes where I my love 
might ſpy ? 


Vet L love my wm "oy I know wy love loves mc. 


5 . * 
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But that which troubles me moit, „ 2 
The unkindneſs of my dear: 

Yet ſtill I cry, Oh, ure, leve ! 12 
And J. pr 'ythee, love, turn to me; 

For thou art the mad thst I long tor ;.- 
And, alack! ” what reniedy | 


PII crown thee wh a garland of ſtraw then, 
m Pl mazry; thee as a ruſh- ring ; 


My 
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My frozen hopes ſhall tha then, 


And merrily we will ſing. 
O turn to me, my dear love! 

And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me; 
For thou art the man that alone cant 

Procure my libertgng. 
But if thou wilt harden thy heart fill; 

And be deaf to my pitiful moan. 
Then I muſt endure the ſmart till, 

And tumble in raw all alone: 
Yet ſtill I cry, Oh, turn, love! 

And I pr'ythee, love, turn to me; | 
For thou art the man that alone art 

The cauſe of my miſery. 


— —— — — — — 
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YE warblers, while Strephon I mourn, 
To cheer me-your harmony bring; 
Voleſs, ſince my ſhepherd is gone, 
You ceafe, like poor Phillis, to ſing: 
Each flower declines its ſweet head, | 


Nor odours around me will throw, 
While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 


| Seems kindly to pity my wo. 


Each rural amuſement I 20 * 
la vain to reſtore my paſt caſe ; 51 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſe. ie 
Ye feaſons that brighten the grove, | 
Not long for yaur abſence we mourn ; 
But Strephon neglects me and love, 7 
He roves, and will never return. 
As gay as the ſpring is my dear, | 
And ſweet as all flowers combin d 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear; 
Ah, why then like winter unkind ? 
Uakind he is not I can prove, 
But tender to others can be 
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To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
And only is cruet to me. 


1 


— — rr rm rn nr rm — — 
YE zephyrs, come flutter and play; ; 
To life wake my fond drooping breaſt: 
" _ Who can bear all this fever of day, 
Arid taſte either pleaſure or reſt ? ee 
Then panting and dying, in theſe ſultry hours, 
I'll hie to the fireams, and to ſweet ſhady bow'rs, | 


The toils of the morning are oer nk 
The ſhepherd and ſheep all retreat; 
They think of their paſture no more, 
But crowd to their ſhelter from heat. 
Alt panting and dying, in thefe fattry hours, 
They hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bow'n. 


Then welcome thou dear leafy grove, : ö 3 | 
Where Sol cannot peep with. a: tay; , 
Mongſt woodbines and myrtles I'll rove, 
And alone wear the moments away. 
There panting and dying, in theſe ſultry hours, 
I'll hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bow'rs. 


Then Strephon, O ebme thou not nig!!! 
Thy fight I'm not able to bear, 
In vain from Sol's fury I fly, 
If love and thou follow me here. 
Then panting alone, let me fly from the hours, 
And hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bow'rs. 


Y.0 g 
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6 Strephon, will you leave me, 

4 Will you prove yourfelf forfworn?” 

Can, ah! can you this deceive me? 
Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? 


O behold your Chloe pleading ; | 
Turn and fee your ouce-Joy'd maid ; 


% 


Let 


6 


Let ſoft pity interceding, g, 1 
Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd. = 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and languiſh? | 
Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain? 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh | 
Gee, he glories in my pain! . 


——_— 1 „ 
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Y ſhepherd is, gone far away o'er the plain, 
Whiſe in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain. 
Tho! blue-bells and vi“ lets the hedges adorn; ' 
Tho! trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet ſmells the thorn ; 
No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe me when Jockey's away : 
Forlorn I fit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 


Halle, baſte to my arms, my dear Jockey, again. 8 


When lads and their laſſes — —— r wh 5 
They dance and they fing, they laugh and t N 
. — af 
| can't without envy their merriment fee. _ 
Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare: 
It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain; , 
And wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here; 
On fond expeRation my wiſhes Pll feaſt, 

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny. will haſte. 

Then farewel each care, adieu each vain ſigh ! 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as 1 

ll ing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 


A Vipicious ſpirits, guard my love, 


| In time of danger near him *bide ; 
With outſpread wings around him move, 


And turn each random ball afide. 
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And you, his foes, tho' hearts of ſteel, 
Oh, may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
- Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt ring fury leave ; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 
Breathe ſoft in fighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep: 


Till, baleyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts fecure, and hoſtile harms, 

My failor views his native ſhore, 
At karboure ſafe in weis fond arme. 


2 
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LAY 


EN love did firſt my thotghts e 
Returning day 17 ſaw me bleſt, 

Each happy hour came wing'd — joy, 
Each ** was crown'd with balmy reſt: 
But now, alas! no lobger gay, \ 

I riſe to hail the clicerful light, 
I fit and A2 542 the live-long day, 
in tears the ſleepleſs night. 


_ lovely Strephon! hither baſte; 
 . Sure thou haſt loag perceiv'd my mind ; 
I fear my words I vainly waſtes: 
I fear thou'rt eruel and unkiad: 
Or if ſome maid of happier fate 
More favour'd lives, more lov'd than L 
Oh, free me from this anxious ſtate, 
Pronoubce my fate, and let me die. 


4 


— 


—__ — 


1 Belmour, perfidious ! this inſtant retire, 
No farther intreaties employ ;. 

Nor meanly pretend any more to admire 
* baſely you wiſh to deſtroy. 


Say, 
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„youth, muſt I madly ruſh on upon ſhame 

15 0 * but artfully fighs? | | | , 

And eternally part with my honour and fame 
For a compliment paid to my eyes ? 


lf a flame all diſhoneſt be vilely profeſt, 
Thro' tenderneſs muſt I incline, | 

And ſeek to indulge the repoſe of 2 breaſt 
That would plant endleſs tortures in mine? 


No, Belmour— paſſion I can't but deſpiſe 
Shall never find way to my ears; 


Nor the man meet a glance of regard from theſe eyes, 


That would drench them for ever in tears. 


Can the lover who thinks, nay, who wiſhes me baſe, 


Expect that I e'er ſhould be kind? 
Or atone with a pantry addreſs to my face, 
For the injury done to my mind? - 


Hence, Belmour, this inſtant, and ceaſe ev'ry dream 


Which your hope ſaw fo fooliſhly born ; 
Nor vainly imagine to gain my eſteem, 
By deſerving my hate and my ſcorn. 


— 


LR has no real bliſs in ftargz | 
Poſſeſſing much, we wiſh for more: 

With health, with friends, with fartune hleſt, 
Why fighs my anxious ſoul for reſt ? 


When flatt*rers court my liſt'niod ear, 
Tho? pleas'd I ſtudy to appear; 

They only my repoſe moleſt, 

And make me ſeek the more for reſt. 
But why, whenever Damon's near, 
This anxious hope, this pleaſing fear ? 


Tis only friendſhip fills my breaſt ; 
And friendſhip ne'er was ſoe to reſt. 


To that his wiſhes ſeem'd to tend ; 
He only aſk'd the name of friend: 
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But tho?. by looks his love I gueſt, 
Could looks alone have hurt my reft ? «. 


He ne'er has ſought a Rudicd strain; 
In broken words he ſpoke his pain: 
Alas! ſo much thoſe words —_ 

-I fear tis they have ſtol'n my reſt. 


But if, ſuperior to diſguiſe, 

His ſoul i is b piftur'd in his n. 

Of Damon's love when quite poſſeſt, 
1 * * * n= wonted reſt. 


o 
| 8  J Sz 
—_ = be » 5 3 th * 1 — 8 


— 


A Nck war's . entic'd my Willic from me, 
My poor heart with 3 figh; 
© Each fond remembrance po tells bee * 
I wake ere yet the morn io ni 
No other cou'd delight him; 
Ah, why did I ES ht him, \ 
Coldly anſwering his fond tale, 2 
Which drove him forth amidf the rage of wars, 
And left filly me thus to bewail! _ 


But I no longer, tho' a maid e 
Thus will moan, like yonder dove: 
For e'er the lark to-morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will feek my abſent love; | 
The hoſtile country over, 
Pl fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear; 
Nor diſtant ſhore, nor canons roar, 


1 longer 1050 me 111 my Mah Ik 
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ply yth Jocky young and gay, is an my beart's 3 

He's all my talk by day, and all my dream by night. 
H from the lad 1 be, its winter then with me; 
But when he tartics here, its ſummer all the year- 


When 
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When I and Jocky met firſt on the flow'ry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, and love was a? his tale. 
ou are the laſs, ſaid he, that ſtaw my heart frac me, 
O caſe me of my pain, and never ſhow diſdain. 


Well can my Jocky kyth his love and courteſie, 

He made my heart fu” blyth when he firſt ſpake to me. 
His ſuit I ill deny'd ; he kiſs'd, and I comply'd: 
Sac Jocky promis'd me, that he wad faithful be. 


I'm glad when Jocky comes, ſad when he gangs away; 
'Tis night when Jocky glooms, but when he ſmiles tis day. 
When our eyes meet I pant, I colour, ſigh, and faiat ; 
What laſs that wad be kind can better tell her mind ? 


— — 


—_— 


HAT mean thoſe am'rous curls of jet ? 
For what heart-raviſh'd maid 
Doſt thou thy hair in order ſet, 
Thy wanton treſſes braid 2 | 
And thy vaſt ſtore of beauties open lay, 
That the deluded fancy leads aſtray ? 


For pity hide thy ſtarry eyes, 
Whoſe — deſtroy: 
And look not an the ſlave that dies 
With an exceſs of joy. | 
Defend thy coral lips, thy amber breath ; 
To taſte theſe ſweets, alas! is certain death. 


Forbear, fond charming youth, forbear 
Thy words of melting love: 
Thy eyes thy language well may ſpare, 
One dart enough can move. 
And ſhe that hears thy voice, and ſees thy eyes, 
With too much pleaſure, too much ſoftneſs dies. 


4 Cexſe, ceaſe, with ſighs to warm my ſoul, 
Or preſs me with thy hand : 
Who can the kindling fire controul, 
The tender force withſtand ? 
Thy ſighs and touches like wing'd light'ning fly, 
And are the god of love's artillery. 
n 2 U Wercver 
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| How with ſoft ſighe my 
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Waere, Damon, thou ſhalt rove, 
O keep 


me —5 in your mind; 
If walking hp ſome ſhady grove, 
Or on a 1 reclin'd, 
Still let my faithful image be 
Among the ſhades retir'd with thee. 
Still let my faithful image be, &c. 


| Think when, beneath the fpreading trees, 


You liſten to the whiſp'ring breeze, 
1 heaves, © 

When I latent thy ruid'd peace: 
Calm are my tears, as ſilent ſhow'rs, 
Or dews that hang on painted flow'rs. - 


Or if y you wander where ſome brook 
Does ver the pebbles murm* ring flow, 
As on the ſilver ſtream you ok, 75 
Think how I weep, oppreſs'd' with *: 3 


And ſhould the current want ſupplies,” | 


I could recruit'it from my eyes. 


While, perch'd upon the pointed thorn, 
The nightingale renews herftrain, 
Let it remind you, how forlorn, 
When you are abfent, I complain'; 
Or ſhould you hear the widow'd dove, 
Think I, like her, lament my love. 


When you behold the ſetting ray 
Tremble beneath the weſtern ſky ; 

The ſolemn gloom of cloſing day 
May repreſent me to your eye : 

For languid as departing light 

Am I when ablegr from your — 


Win buy a heart ? Myrtilla cries, 


And throws around her ſparkling eyes, 


An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 


A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 


n 
A pair of eyes that wound at fight, 


And ſoil the di mond's piercing light. 


Come hither; ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love: 


Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, - 
With even Craſus wealth to come ; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold. 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 

For love's the only coin I take. 


1 


1 this my Strephon walk'd ; 


Here he lov'd, and there he talk'd, 
Here he lov'd, &c. | 
In this place bis loſs I prove, 
A ſad remembrance of our love; 
Oh, ſad remembrance of our love! 


In this grove my Strephon ſtray' d., 

Here he fmil'd, and there betray'd, 
Here he ſmil'd, &c. 

Every whiſp'ring breeze can tell, 

How I, poor I, believing felt ; 

Ah, by too ſoon believing fell! 


By this ſtream, my Strephon mov'd, 


Here he ſung, and there he lov'd, 
Here he = KS. N 

Eyry ſtream and ev*ry tree 

Cries out, Perfidious cruel he ! 


And helpleſs poor forſaken ſhe ! 


On this bank my Strephon lean'd, 
A lovely foe, but faithleſs friend, 
2 


Ye verdant banks, each ſtream and 
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Once joyous ſcenes, now diſmal prove, 
Since Strephon's falſe to me and love. 


NIGHT, to lovers joys a friend, 
Swiftly thy aſſiſtance lend; 
Lock up envious ſeeing day, 


Bring the willing youth away: 


Haſte, and ſpeed the tedious hour 
Fo the ſecret happy bow'r; 


- Then my heart for bliſs prepare, 


7 


"Thyrſis ſurely will be there. 


See the hateful day is gone, 
Welcome ev'ning now comes on; 
Soon to meet my dear I fly, 
None but love ſhall then be by ; 


None ſhall dare to venture near, 
To tell the plighted vows they hear: 


Parting thence will be the pain, 
But we'll part to meet again. 


Don't you feel a pleahng ſmart 
Geatly ſtealing to il wa 
Fondly hope, and fondly figh ? 
For, my ſhepherd, oft Jo F 
Wiſh in Hymen's bands to join, 
I'll be your?s, and you be mine? 
Tell me, Thyrſis, tell me this, 
Tell me then, and tell me yes. 


Fare wel, loit'ring idle day! 
To my dear I hie away; 


On the wings of love 1 
DS = 


He the ready way will. 

Peace, my breaſt, nor danger fear, 
Lore and Thyrfis both are near: 
*Tis the youth! I'm ſure tis he! 


Night, how much I owe to thee ! 


WHICH 
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W is beſt, ye caſuiſts, ſay, 
To be grave, or to be gay? 
Still to weep, * never 
( n the Penſeroſo ſtile) 

o fit m like a nun; 
Or to friſk it in the ſun, 


Where the ſcenes of mirth are 0 


And the glad appointments made 


If the maid. avoid exceſs;. 
Better 89172 and dance, and dreſs, 
And in the ſports of youth, 
While the Efeits not her truth: 
Rigour and fevere demean 

Are not decent at ſixteen; 
And the character is loſt, 
Study'd at good-nature's coſt. 


She that meditates the moſt, 

Is not alwas virtue's boaſt ; 

Nor the filent and demure, 

Always peaceable and pure ; 

While the lively, briſk, and ſmart, 
Have more innocence at heart, | 
With a little leſs to dread | 

From T miſchief 1 in their bead. . 


\ 


v; 


come 


— 


—ů . — 


— 

— — — — 
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COMIC Axp HUMOROUS, 


F all the brave captains that ever were ſeen, 
Appointed to fight by a king or a queen; 


By a queen or a king appointed to fight, 
Sure never a captain was like this brave knight. 


He pull'd off his ſlippers, and wrapper of filk, 
And foaming as furions—as whiſk-pared milk; 
Says he to his Iady—My lady, I'll go— 

My company calls me; you muſt not ſay no. 


With eyes all in tears, ſays my lady—ſays ſhe— | 


O cruel Sir Dilberry, do not kill me ! 
For I never will leave thee, but cling round thy middle, 
And die in the arms of Sir Dilberry Diddle. 


Says Diddle again to his lady, My dear, | 

(And with a white handkerchief wip'd off a tear) 
The hotteſt of actions will only be = a1 

For ſure thou art Venus! Says ſhe, Thou art Mar! 


A. while they ſtood fimp'ring, like maſter and miſs, 
And Cupid thought he would have given one kiſs; 
Twas what ſhe expected, admits no diſpute ; 


But he touch'd his own finger, and blew a ſalute. 


By a place I can't mention, not knowing its name, 
At the head of his company Dilberry came; 

And the drums to the window call ev'ry eye, 

Jo ſee the defence of the nation paſs by. 


Old bible-fac'd women, through ſpectacles dim, 


With hemming and coughing, cry'd, Lord, it is him! 
h le boys, and the Bur who more clearly could ſee, 


Cry'd, Vonder's Sir Dilber y Diddle—that's he. 


OF all the fair ladies that came to the ſhow, 
Sir Diddle's fair la ly Rood Erik in the row: 


"ww. = — Hy —"' 


| 
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0 charming, ſays ſhe, how he looks all in red! 
How he turns out his toes ! how he holds up his head! 


Do but ſee his cockade, and behold his dear gun, 
Which ſhines like a Jooking-glaſs held in the ſun ? 

0 ſee thyſelf now, thou'rt fo martially ſmart, 

And look as you lookt when you conquer'd my heart! 


The ſweet ſounding notes of Sir Dilberry Diddle, 
More raviſh'd his ears than the ſound of a fiddle ; 
And as it grew faint, that he heard it no more, 

He ſoſten'd the word of command to—encore. 


The battle now over, without any blows, 

The heroes unarm, and ftrip off their clothes; 

The captain refreſh'd with a fip of roſe-water, | 
Hands his dear to the coach, bows, and then ſteps in after. 


John's orders were ſpecial, to drive very flow; 
For fevers oft follow fatigue, we all know: 

But prudently cautious, in Venus's lap, 

His head under apron, brave Mars took a nap. 


He dream'd, fame reports, that he cut all the throats 4 
Of the French, as they landed in flat - bottom'd boats: 

In his ſleep if ſuch dreadful deſtruction he makes, 
What havoc, ye gods ! ſhall we have when he wakes ? 


— 


ths me but a wife, I expect not to find 

Each virtue and grace in one female combin'd. 
BR for me; 'tis a woman I prize; 

And he that ſeeks more, is more curious than wiſe. 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mould; 

Or ſhe claims my reſpect, like a mother, if old: 

Thus either can 25x 5 me, fince woman I prize; 
And he, &c, 


Like Venus ſhe oggles, if ſquinting her eye ; 
If blind, ſhe 8 of mine — ſpy: 
us either is lovely; for woman I prize 
And he, &C. Tt 
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If rich be my bride, ſhe btings'tokens of lone: 

If poor, then the farther from pride wy remove: 

Thus either contents me z for woman I prize ; 
And he, &. | * 

T ne'er ſhall want converſe, if to ſhe 5: 

Aud if mute, ſtill the rarity pleaſes no leſs: 

Pm ſuited to either; for woman I prize'; 


And he, &c. : Ts 2 
Then ceaſe, ye profane, on the ſex to deſeant; 
If you've wit to diſcern, of charms they've no went; 
Each fair can make happy, if woman we prize; 


—_ — —_ — 
* * * D n 


INCE wedlook's in vogue, and ftale virgins deſpi'd, 
| To all batchelors greeting, theſe — 
I'm a maid that 22 could I but 6nd 

(I care not for fortune) a man to my miad ! 


Not the faĩir- weather fop, fond of faſhion and dreſs; 
Not the ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace; 
Nor the free · thinking rake, wbom no morals can bind: 
Neither this that nor Yother's the man to my mind 
Nat the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes world without end; 
Nor the drone, who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 
Nor the fool that's too fond z nor the churl that's unkind: 
Neither this chat nor Votber's the man to my miad. 
Not the wretch with full bags, without breeding or merit; 
Nor the flaſh, that's all fury without any ſpint ; 
055 the fine. maſter fribble, the ſcorn af mankiod: 
either his that nor 4/other's. the man to my mind 


But the youth whom good ſenſe aud good - nature inſpire; 
Whom the brave muſt eſteem, and the fair ſhould admire: 
In whoſe heart love and truth are with bonour conjain'd; 
This, this, and no-other's the man to my mind. 


MASTER 
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MASTER Jenkins ſmok'd his pipe, 


And ſwore he'd neꝰ er be married; 
But 'gainſt each huſband threw ſome wipe, 
Or dry jeſt drolly carried. 


Maſter Jenkins thought a wife 
The greateſt mortal evil; 
And ſwore, to lead a huſband's life 
Muſt be the very devil. 


Maſter Jenkins ſmok'd his pipe 
At home, content, and married, 
Regardleſs of each ſneer or wipe, 
Gr dry jelt drolly carried, 


Maſter Jenkins ſwore a wife 
Was not fo great an evil; 
And any but a huſband's life 
Was now the very devil. 
Maſter Jenkins ſmok'd his pipe, 
And had been ſome months married; 
Severely now he felt each wipe, 
For horns the poor man carried, 


Maſter Jenkins curs'd his wife, 
And ſwore, of ſuch an evil 
To get well quit he'd part with life, 
Or ſend her to the devil, | 


PHilira's charms poor Damon ftruck ; 
How eager he for billing! 
When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
To ſhew her pow'r of killing. 
In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart; 
He felt it, never doubt him: : 
Odzogks ! a man were through the heTrt, 
Ere he cou'd look about him. 


But mark the end: with ſeythe ſo ſharp 


Time 9'er the forchead truck her, 
And 


. 


And all her charms began to warp z. 
Then ſhe was, in à pucker. 

She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better; 

Yet ftill had hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some comely ſwain might get her. 


Philira, ev'ry lad the meets, 
Now makes an am'roys trial; 

But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats, 
Each frowns in cold denial. 


Caoquettes, take warning; change your tune; 
| bis woful cafe remem 
The bedfellow you flight in Jane 
— 


You'll wiſh for in 


— _ 


WHEN young and antleſs ** lamb, 

| That plays about the ee d. 
Briſk, buxom, pert, and. filly x 

I lighted all the maply iwaing  . 

And put my virgin heart in Wy. 

For fwple, ſmoke-fac'd Billy. 


But when experience came with years, Years, 
And rais'd my hopes, and quell'd my fear, 
My blood was blyth and bonny ; 
Linen'd off ex ry beardleſs youth, 
And gave my love, and fix'd my unn, 
On honeſt ſturdy Johany. 


But when at wake I ſaw the ie, 
For lace I found a new deſire, 


Fond to —__ wy W 1 
1 fi hd for fringe, and frogs, and beaux, 


-tail'd and 1 * 
wry 0 gs, and pou 
' For riches then I felt a we. DEC Sn 


When to my cot old Gripus eame 
|, To hold an am'rows party: 


For 
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For muſic next I chanc'd to burn, 
And fondly liſten'd, in his turn, 
To warbling, quiv'riag Charley. 


At length, alike the fools and wits, _ 
Fops, fidlers, foreigners, and cits, 
All truck me by rotation. ; 
Then learn from me, ye patfiot fair, * © 
Ne'er make one ſingle man your cure, 
But ſigh for all the nation. 


— 


„ 


1* in love with twenty, 

I'm in love with, twenty, 
And could adore | 
As many more, 

For nothing's like a plenty. 
Variety is charming, 
Variety is charming; 

And-conftancy 
Is not for me; | 
So, ladies, you have warning. 


He that has but one love, 
Looks as poor | | 
As any boor, : 

Or like a man with one glove. 
Variety, &c. 


Not the fine lia 
The poet fio , 
But, O the fine ano! 
Variety, .&c. 


Girls mou old and ugly, 
ad can't inſpire 
The ſame defire | 
As when they're young and ſmugly. 


For 3 


And the moment they're utter'd, whole ſentences freeze, 


| But cold more intenſe in my ſwain I can boaſt ; 
Not frigid is he, but an abſolute froſt. 


Old Spencer his readers inform'd long ago, 


= — — —— = — 
— — — -- — 
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Why has Cupid pinions, 
$ If not to fly | 
Through the ſky, 
And ſee his favourite minions ? 
Variety, '&C. 
Love was born of beauty ; 
And when ſhe goes, 
The urchin knows, 
To follow is his duty. 
Variety, &c. 


— 


9 — 
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Hein, from Norway their wonders have told, 
Of oceans converted to cryſtal by cold; 
Where hailſtones the ſhiv'ring inhabitants ſneeze; 


He makes the chill blood in each artery halt, 
Till I, like Lot's wife, am a pillar of ſalt. 


Of a certain falſe Florimel made out of ſnow: 
Were Florimel here, and would take my advice, 
She'd find, in my Walter, a huſband of ice. 


To Walter, whoe'er as his wife ſhall go forth, 
Will at beſt undertake but a voyage to the north ; 
For his eyes ſeem the ftars (or elſe ſailors impoſe) 
Which have lighted whole veſſels ſo oft to be froze. 


Whenever he ſues for my favour and grace, 

His breath, like a ſnow-ball, flies hard in my face. 
The tea -kettle never will boil when he's by; ; 
And Riff in their glaſſes my goldfinches die. 


Of ſuch-like petrific materials we make 
The king who ſticks faſt to the froſt of a cake: 
Between them this difffrence alone can be felt, 


That Walter's unfuſible ; ſugar will melt. 


4 


Le. 
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Thus, tho? (from laſt ſeſſions unable to 9 


A bailiff muſt ſwing for committing a rape, 
15 Walter (in ſpite of this caſe) as à lover, 
5 venture to travel ha all the world over. 


— th — * KD WP 


LL you, who ſet an for the land of ee 
A Who i in wedlock's ſoft hammock would [wing ev'ry 
night; ö 
[f you hope hat our voyage ſucceſsful ſhall prove, 
Fil your fails with affection, your cabins with love, 
Fill your ſails, &c. 


Let your hearts, like your main-maſt, be ever upright, 
And the univn you boaſt, like your tackle, be tight : 
Of the ſhoals of indiff*rence, be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near; 

And the quickſands, &c. | 


If rapours and whims, like ſea-fickneſs, prevail, 
You mult ſpread all your canvas, and catch the freſh gale : 
But if briſk blows the wind, and there comes a rough ſea, 


Then lower your topſails, and ſcud under lee ; 
_ lower, &c. 


If, buſbands, you hope to live peaceable lives, 

Keep the reck*nzng yourſelves, give the helm to your wives; 

For the evener we go, bo ys, the better we ſail, : 

And on ſhipboard the heed is till ruPd by the tail; 
And on ſhipboard, &c. 


Then liſten to Capſtern, my lads, and be wiſe : 
if my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 
brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn; 
And a hundred to one but you double yy ek 
And a hundred, &c. 


55 —— 
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Latonic love !-a pretty name 
For that romantic fire, 
Where ſouls confeſs a mutual flame, 
Devoid of fond deſire. 


X | Tf 


- 
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If this. new doftrine once prove true, 
I own it ſomething odd is, 

That lovers ſhould each other A 
As if they We i 


ow? union may be lating; 
But, faith, *tis hard the mind how's feaſt, 
And leave its part'ner faſting. 


1% Nature (ſays Horaoe) is io tears; 

« When her juſt claim's deny'd her: 
And this Platonic love appears 

At beſt a poor provider. 


Long it may preach ; our comfort i is, 
Far all its vain pretences, 
Mankind have other thoughts of TY 
Than to exclude the ſenſes. 


Not all man's logic can-perples 
A principle ſo common; 

While Venus whiſpers either ſex, | 
«© That man was -made- for. woman !” 


— _ 


AT NOGR, ON A ſultry ſommer's bal 
The brighter lady of the May, 
Young Cbloris, innocent and gay, 

Sat knotting in a ſhade. 


Each ſlender finger play'd its part 

With ſuch a&ivity and art, 

As would 'ieflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her fav'rite ſwaia by chance came by; 
He ſaw no anger in her eye; 
| Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 


She let her ivory peedle fall, 


And hurl'd away the. twiſted ball ; . 
u 
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But ſtraight gave Strephon ſuch a call, 
As would have rais'd the dead. ; 


Dear gentle youth! is't none but thee ? 
With innovence 1 dare be free: 
By ſo much truth and modeſty 

No nymph was ©'er betray'd. 


Come, lean thy head vpon my lap 

While thy ſmooth chevy 1 ſtroke aud clap, 

Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a gap: 
Which he, poor fool! obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore; 

And found him faſt aſleep all oer! 

She ſigh'd, and could endure no more ; 
But, ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 


Such virtue ſhall rewarded be ; 

For this thy dull fidelity, 

P11 truſt thee, with my flocks, not me; 
Purſue thy grazing trade. 


Go, milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, 

And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 

Thou ſhalt no more be Tull'd aſleep ; 
By me miſtaken maid. 


* 1 . — —ä— _ 


M* father and mother, (bat ail them!) 

Pretend I'm too young to be wed ; 

They expeQ, but in troth i ſhall fail them, 
That I finiſh my chairs and my bed. 


Provided our minds are bat cheary, 
Wooden chairs wont argue-a glove ;z 

Any bed will hold me my deary ; 
The main chance in wedlock is love. 


My father, when 'aſk'd if he'd lend us 
A horſe to the parſon to ride; 
In a wheel-barrow offer'd to ſend us, 
X.2 . Wou'& 
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Wou'd we never had aſk'd him! for, whip it, 
To the church, tho” two miles and a half, 
Twice as far *twere a pleaſure to trip it; 
But then how the people would laugh! 
Yet I will be married to-morrow, © ́ 
And charming young Harry's the man: 
My brother's blind nag we can borrow; _ 
Aad he may prevent us that can. 


Poll Barnley ſaid, over and over, 
I ſoon ſhou'd be left in the lurch; 

For Harry ſhe knew was a rover, ord. 
And never wou'd venture to church. 


But I know the ſorrows that wound her: 
He courted her once, he confeft; 

And when with another he found her, 

He bid her take him ſhe lik'd belt. 


But all that are like her, or wou'd be, 
May learn from my Harry and me: 
If maids wou'd he maids while they ſhou'd be, 
How faithful their ſweethearts wou'd be? 


My mother ſays, clothing and feeding 
Will ſoon make me fick-of a bratz © 
But tho? I grow fick in my breeding, 

FE care not a farthing for that: 


For if I'm not hugely miſtaken, 
We can, by the ſweat of our brow, 
Stick a hog once a-year for fat bacon, 
And all the year round keep a cow. 


I value no dainties a button; 
Coarſe fogd will our ſtomachs allay : 
If we cannot get beef, veal, or mutton, 
A chine and a pudding we may. 


A fig for your richeſt brocading ; 

In linſey there's nothing that's baſe: _ .. 7 
Your finery ſoon ſets a-fading ; 1 1 

My dowlas will ſtand beyond lace. 


1 


( 245 ) 


J envy not wealth to the miſer, ä 
Nor wou'd I be plagu d with his ftore : 
To cat all, and wear all, is-wiſer ; 
Enough muſt be better than more. 


So nothing ſhall tempt me from Harry; 
For he is as true as the ſun: 

Eve with Adam was order'd to marry ; 
This world it ſhould end as begun, 


* r 
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Am, cry'd Apollo, when Daphne he woo'd, 

And, panting for breath, the coy virgin purſu'd ; 
When his wiſdom, in manner moſt ample, expreft 
The long liſt of graces his godſhip polleſt : 


I'm the god of ſweet ſong, and infpirer of lays. 

Nor for lays nor ſweet ſong the fair fugitive ſtays. 

I'm the god of the harp=ftop, my faireſt. In vain; 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her again. 


Ewry plant, ev'ry flow'r, and their virtues, I know ; 
God of light I'm above, and of phyſic below. 

At the dreadful word pbyfic, the nymph fled more faſt; 
At the fatal ward phyfic, ſhe doubl'd her haſte. 


Thou fond god of wiſdom, then alter thy phraſe, 

Bid her view thy young bloom, and thy raviſhing rays ; 
Tell her Jeſs of thy knowledge, and more of l. 
And, my life for't, the damſel ſhall fly to thy arms. 


n 
—i 


[See Shenflone's paſtoral ballad, p. Bo, Kc. 


DE burn *em—theſe wits are jaek · aſſes; | 
Tumble down their vile books from my ſhelves : 
They goddeſſes make of their laſſes, 
And fimpletons make of themſelves. 
Away with their nonſenſe, away ! 
Moggy Timbertoe let ” indite, 
| 3 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe eye is as bright as the day, 
And whoſe tongue is as ſtill as the * ah 


With ſtorms ſhould the elements crack, 
Fo fearleſs is virtue the while! 
Let the brave be diſmay'd at the ſmack ; 
Her face wears an ever- green ſmile. 
So gracefully Phyllida moves, 
So lightly ſhe trips o'er the ground, 
Each ſhepherd that looks at her loves, 
Each ſhepherdeſs envies the wound. 


Bat how wou'd the blunderers ſtare 
To fee little Timbertoe run! 
Or, how wou'd Miſs Phyllida bear 
To foot it for ever on one ! 
I knew that her fortune was noble; 
I was ſmit with her preſence behind ; 
And, bleſt with a fimilar hobble, | 
| I wrote her a piece of my mind. 


«© My love I no longer can flifle, *'- 


Like a cinder I'm burnt blatk en 

Nor can I be cur'd by a trifle, * 
Unleſs I've that trifle from you. FS" 

We have two pretty legs here between us, 


' 


And a very complcte pair of eyes ; 
The folk that on one fide have ſeen us, 
Have ſeen nothing there to deſpiſe. 


It is not your cottage I want, | 
Gainſt an old oak's broad body reclin'd, 
With a wide-gaping window in front, 
And a ſnug little peep-hole behind. 
It is not the ſmell of your kitchen, 
Where plenty and cleanlineſs pleaſe, 
With a ham and a half of a flitch in 
Reſerve for potators and peaſe. 


It is not your mare to ride double, 
Bereft, like ourſelves, of one eye; 
No, nor twenty fat geeſe on the &obble, 


Nor a ſow and nine pigs in the ſtye. 
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[t is not, dear Moggy, your purſe | 3 
But your perſon 1 Phdlim adore; 2:24 
And I'll take you for better for worſe ; ds br A 


Will any man take you for more?” 


HR nature had thrown off the load, 
Which in winter ſhe commonly bore ; 
And the ſun Jogg'd along the ſame road 
He had travelPd ſome thouſand times o'er. 5 
Mother earth had put on her new clothes, 
'Twas, in Engliſh, the ſweet month of May; 
When love led me forth by the noſ ce 
Where dear Moggy 'Timbertoe lay : 


On the marge of a river reclin'd, 
I trembled to ſee her aſleep ; | 
Leſt ſhe wake on the fide that was blind, ä 
And roll adown into the deep. 
Young zephyr play'd roguiſhly by, 
And whiftPd quite up to her knee; 
| reſpefully ſhut my one eye, 
And the devil a bit did I fee. 


Thrice I roar'd out,—* Ariſe, pretty maid 
But ſhe cou'd not have heard the laſt trump ;. 
Yet thrice to get up ſhe eſſay d. 
And thrice ſhe fell down again plump.. 
Then quick to aſſiſt her I went; 
She was pleas'd my affection to ſee :. 
Her fingle eye ſhone with content, 
And doubly it ſhone upon me. 


die drew from her: boſom my letter; 
Love drew from his quiver, a dart: 
Ah, thought T, ſhe can't have a better 
To trip up the heels of her heart. 
dhe {mil'd when I kiſs'd ber dear hand: 
Do your pleaſure, —as much as to-ſay;z. 
Yet ſo ſweetly ſhe bids me command, 
Þ; my faith that ſhe makes me obe. 
I 


@h, 


„ 

Oh, what pleaſure to ſee her lips 
About ſomething that nobody knows! 
And their taſte is juſt like bonoy-clabber 

With *tatoes bobbing;up to one's noſe. 
Ye ſcenes of nonſenſical noiſe, 
Where often with pleaſure I trove ; 

I fly from your bumkinly joys 

To the boſom of beauty and love. 


No longer the cudgel I wield ; 

The Slories of wreſtling I ſhun : 
Ye ſhepherds, the cob of the field 

Is content with the fame be has won. 
Gentle hope, like an owl on her neſt, 
Stretch over my ſoul thy ſoft wing! 
And the raptures that can't be expreſt, 

Get up, little Gimlet, and fing. 


= 


E clouds of a dirt-colour dye, , 
Beſmut the bright face af the ſua! _ 
And let not the moon's filver eye 
Make game of a lover undone? _ _ 
Brown, brown be the earth; and ye ffoods, 
Tumble back your rude fireams, or lie RIM ! 
Ye beaſts of the field to the woods! 
Ye feather'd fowls fly where you will! 


3 take it — this love's @ vile paſſion; 
is not worth an honeſt man's care : 
It begins with a world of vexation ; 
It ends in diſguſt or deſpair. 
. Theſe girls are ſo ful of vagary, 
One never knows when 7 [ano right ; 
They'll lead you a dance till you're weary, 
Then marry another in ſpite. 
F pity theſe poor heneft fellows, 
Tied faft to their aprons for lifes 
They firſt give 'em cauſe to be jealous, 
Then, “ Dare you fuſpe your own wife? 
- P 8 
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[ thought I'd ſecur'd my dear Mogg 


As ſafe as a chief in a milk; 1 
But I'm popt in a hole that is b 
And there I may lie if I will, 


[ found out a gift for my laſs," /! 
I found out the maker at'York ; 

'Twas an eye neatly faſhion'd of glaſs, _ 
'Twas a leg nicely finiſh'd of cox. 


Special good are the members I bring, 


Said I; andz to pleaſe; ber the more, 


« My dear, you will find 'em the thing; (2k 


For I tried, and I prov'd them before. 


Look here, my ſweet creature, to grace, 
How charming this eye-ball dotty ſhine ; '* 

It will give a new bloom to your face 
See, its fellow illuminates mine. 

Here's a limb! Vour acceptance I beg; 
Oh, 'tis better than that log of wood; 

'Tis a brother to this little peg! “ 
And I caper'd às high as I cou'd. 


How falſe are the pleaſures we know !- 
How ſevere is the pang of diſgrace ! 
When I offer'd them both, and bow'd low; 
Why, ſhe gave me a kick in the face. 
Diſappointment ſo blinded mine eye, 
So confus'd the fine things I'd to ſay, 
That my path I.cou'd hardly eſpy, 
As in dudgeon I hobbld away. 


THERE be lovers, of life ſo profuſe, 
If a miſtreſs but happen to frown, 
That will give their wiſe heads to a nooſe, 
Or will take to the water and drown. 
Now, why ſhou'd we quarrel with life, 
vince life is at beſt but a ſpan ? 
Is the loſs of a termagant wife 
Such an horrid misfortune to man? 


: ( ago ) 
A termagant wife is the feel; 1 

And can Moggy a termagant prove? 

Her foot to be fone mae nt rei; 
But perhaps twas a proof of her love. 

Ab, Phelim, ſaid I to myſelf, 

Why will not thy vanity ſee, 

That a lady poſſeſt of ſuch pelf, | 
May buy a much better hos Mee?» cc 


Then I call'd myſelf Wdftardly devil, 
And thought upon all I'd been told; 
How that beauty deſpiſes à Stiivel, 


And yields to the touch of the bold. | 2 
He's a knave, and a noddy to boot, -, _ 
That's abaſh'd, when a maiden.ſays——nay 4 * 


And haſtily gives up his ſuit, 
Becauſe he can't have his.own way. . 


»I knew that the gifts would allure, | J 0 { | | Ne 


And I follow*d the iſſue to ſee ; 
But ſcarce had I gone from the door, + 
Little Moggy rad try 1 io we. 
On her lips F imprimed a kiſs, * N 
And another intended but, Qb1 4 
She caught ſuch a foretaſte of blifs,... _ b 
That ſhe quak'd from her top to her toe. 
I fear'd that an ague had ſeiz d her, 
Her colour ſo wert and ſo came: | a 
| But ſoon I perceiv'd that it pleay'd her 3 | i Þ 
And, pleas'd, L repeated the fame. "IE | 
Toward church I obſery'd her eye ſquint ; W 
| Certain proof that ſhe meant to be kind: A 
|! 80 I quickly improv'd on the hint, | wh of 
| . And I filently told her my mind. 2 a 
But when her compliance I gueſt, | N 
I thought that my heart would run wild. | T 
i By St Patrick, it bumpt in my breaſt, N 
L.inxc the kicks of a never - born child. | Fi 


To the parſon I artfully ſtray'd, 
Who knew our perfections to ſcan ; 
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He vow'd,, ſo. accampliſt'd a maĩd nere | | 
Never wedded ſo finiſh'd a man. tf : 


He declar'd we were form*d for delight, il 
Tho!, to give honeſt Levi his due, | 
Time and ftingo fo bether'd his fight, 
That he ſcarce knew. a P from a Q. | 
He bleſs'd us again and again, 
la hopes I would double his pay; 
But before the clerk ſnuffled Amen, 
We hopt like two magpies away. 


OY 0” 1 1 
— —— 


OULD you be quite the thing, both a 2 and 
At operas and auctions, a puff ſeientiſie, (eritic, 
You mult half words, and hard words, and queer words 
rocure, | | 
Nod, wink, and look wiſe——you're a true connoiſſeur. 
Sing tantara-rara taſte all, taſte all, 
Sing tautora · rara taſte all. 


The money you ſquander yqur judgment confirms ; 
You need not know. ſcience, repeat but the terme; 
The labour of learning belongs to the poor; 

Do but pay, that's enough for a true connoiſſeur, 


At your own table-grac'd midſt exotics ſupreme, 

lf muſic's the ſubject, ar. painting the theme; 

All artiſts but Enghſh ones praiſe and procure ; 

by your troep of led captains you're dubb*d connoiffeur, 


When for -words you are loſt, fill it up with grimace, 
Aud ſhow your vaſt: wiſdom, by working your face ; 
Make poor merit bluſh, but be bold and ſeeure; 
and all Bronaes out-Bropze, like a nice connoiffeur. 


The worth of a man, the wiſe ſay, is his pence; 
\ was ſaid fo, and fo it will centuries hence: 

en rich folly PH praiſe (pretty pimp), ſhe procures 
Full work for the wits, when ſhe forms connoiſſeure. 


20 8 WHILE 
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WHILE each love · kek {cribbler; to wre vy the fair, 
Will run for a garland the devil knows where! 
Of her mind and her perſon they tell us ſuch lies, 


That you think her a 440 juſt” dropt from the Ki 
h Derry down, down, down derry down. 


Tho ſatire I mean not, Tuch praiſe 1 deteſt, | 
' Yet my fair ſhall be ſung bf as well as the reſt; 
And while with my pen faireſt truth goes along, 
I doubt not but Betſey will lift to my Fong. +, 


Tho? her eyes are not light” ning to ſet ua on fire, 
Yet their beams are as bright .ag.a man can-defire ; . 
Tho? nor lilies or roſes her cheeks overſpread, 


What's better, there's true fleſh and bd, white and red, | 


Her perſon's majeſtic, yet eaſy withal ; 

© Not ſo ſtraight as a cedar, nor nothing fo tal * 
To ſay that with Venus ſhe vies for her air, 
Since I never ſaw Venus, I cannot declare. 


| 

Her wit is ill juſt i in what witty ſhould be, 

Good ſenſe Pr in hand with the ſmart repartee; 
Not prudiſhly ſqueamiſh, nor wantonly gay 
Yet . aud brilk”as the birds are 19 Ws May: 


To ſum up the whole, you may ſearch the world round, | 
A nymph more complete there can never be found: 
\ 
\ 


Then ceaſe, ye vain ſeribblers, your flattering lays, 
For oy alone is the Wea of praiſe. 


ä 


* _M - 


| MONG all the arts which to an we . | 


1 | Our ſureſt ſucceſs {till attends on what's new \ 
*Tis_novelty pleaſes alike one aud all, | | 
| From the high to the low, the great and the fmall : \ 


To your ſervices bound, to your pleaſures till true, 
We humbly muſt offer you ſomething that's new. 


3 To obtain this great point, tho? often we try, 
Our dower-dref fonnets-ſoop lagguiſh and die ; 7 

I The ſoft arts of love, and the heroe's due praiſe, 

bh Have * been worn out, and unfit for our lays: 


et 


et 
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Yet {till as your pleafore is all we've in viert, 
What we offer at preſent we hope will be new. 


Ye wits and ye critics, ye belles and ye beaux; _ 
Ye lovers of wine, and ye lovers of cloaths ; 

Ye lovers of women, of tattle, of wit; 

To each, and to all, our ſong is now writ : 

To pleaſe all alike we endeavour to do; 

And that you'll agree will be new, very new. 


When the wits ceaſe to cenſure the unthinking age; 
When critics in praiſe of the moderns engage; 
When fops ceaſe admiring their dreſs and their parts; 
When belles ceaſe their ogling and angling for hearts ; 
When the toper his bottle ſhall ceaſe to purſue ; 

You all will agree this is new, very new. 


When gameſters grow honeſt, and quit cards and dice; 
When prudes ſhall ceaſe calling of wenching a vice ; 
When tattlers ſhall ceaſe at each other to rail, 

And truth, honeſt truth, ſhall o'er ſcandal prevail; 
When all married folks to each other are true ; 

You will readily cry, This is new, very new. 


When the laugher ſhall ceaſe fo be pleas'd with a joke; 
When the courage of braggarts ſhall ceaſe to be ſmoke; 
When miſers forget their old hoards to increaſe; + 
When party and rage thro” the nation fhall ceaſe ; 

When all this ſhall happen, I doubt not but you 

Will rait clap your hands, and allow this is new. 


* — 2 * 


— LE * 


YE virgins attend, believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan: 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, There gocs an old maid! 
But get marry'd as faft as you can. 


As ſoon as you find your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight ofa man, | 
Then chooſe out a youth, with hononr and truth, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


* | * For 


(„„ 
For age, like à cloud, your charms. will ſoon Groud; 
And this whimfical life's but a ſpan ;- . 


"Then, maids, make your hay while Sol Carts dun, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake will artfully. take 
Ev'ry method, poor girls to trepan : | 

But baffle the ſnare, make virtue your care; 
And get marry'd as faſt as y can, 


And when Hymen's bands have join'd bath your kak 
The bright flame Rill continue to fan; 

Ne'er harbour the ſtings that jealouſy brings; 
But be couſtant and bleſt while you can. 


— — 


ver learned o'er claſſics, who pore 8 2 = 
And lifetime 1n ſchool-phraſes Welles - 
Etymologies ye can unriddle, then ſay, 
From whence 1 is deriv'd the term e. 
When genius, wit, learning, and ſcience, are ſhown, 


We know which it is we'd be at; 
But fince Tafte has been us'd? as a phraſe in the town, 
We neither know this thing nor chat. | 


Over catalogues poring the auction ſolks be ; 
Hark! Sir, ſomething the connoiſſeur ſpeaks 

About Raphael, Correggia, Vandyke, Monami, 
Intagliat, Moſaics, Antiques. 

His honour obſerves quite the things, to be ſure ; 
*Tis immenſe, tis prodigious, tis valt! 

Then the handling, diſpoſing, fore-ground, and contour, 
Oh, he talks all in all, who talks Taſte! 


To the Lucky, enrich'd by large plundet id White' 55 
Each ſupple-xnee d fytophant bows ; 

While ſcience and learning are ſtar'd at for frights, 
They are ereatures whom. nobody knows. 

In rain may a genius petition his grace; 
On the pavement his hours be will waſte: 

The porter will ſlap-to the 110 * 4; 
For merit we ! is not | 
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Not by reaſon or paſſion, but faſhion we think; 
By faſhion we wear and we pray: 

By faſhion we game, and by faſhion we drink; 
For each vice like a dog has its day. 

Once Shakeſpeare could pleaſe ; now op'ras endear, 
And on ſounds large ſubſcriptions we waſte : 

Like pillory felons, we're nail'd by the ear, 
For forging that phantom call'd Tafte. 


To be ſure, Ariſtotle had ſomething to ſay ; 
But to mind him 'tis not worth our while: 
We don't want to talk now, but only to play; 
So the elaſſic in taſte muſt be Hoyle. 
By rhetoric rules would you ſtudy to ſpeak, 
The time while yau read runs to walte ; 
Tis from wagers 2 that your proofs you muſt ſeek ; 


Done firſt, is the logie in Taſle. 


e have been ſo well-bred, ſo immenſely polite, 
So refin'd by our dear friends in France; 

That we really believ'd it ill manners to fight; 
You'll allow it 2 complaiſance. 

But the genius of England awaken'd our youth; 
In fame's trumpet blew Liberty's bhaſt. 

014 Honour unfolded the ſtandard of Truth; 
And we've prov'd ourſelves Britons at laſt. 


—— — * — — Mtn. th. — — 


WELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young ſwain 
To a lovely young ſhepherdefs crofling the plain; 

Why ſo much in hafte ? (now the month it was May) 

dall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way? 

Then ſtraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 

With a ſmile in her look, and a leer in her eye; 

lam come from the village, aud bomeward I go; 

4nd now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would you know? 


| hope, pretty maid, you wont take it amiſs, 

If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; 

| would fee you ſafe home (now the ſwain was in love), 
Of ſuch a companion if you would. approve. 


1 Your: 
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"Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, I own; 
But I ſee no great danger in going alone: 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free . 
For one as another, for you as for me. ; 
No danger in going alone, it is true; q 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too; A, og 
And if you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part. 

Oh, that's a long word, ſaid the ſhepherdeſs then ; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no mindipg you men: 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you do, 


Oh, judge not fo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd ; 

To. prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride: 
To-morrow the parſon (well faid little ſwain) 

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain, 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this, is not ſaid; 
The very next morn, to be ſure, they were wed: 

Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 

Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch wedding in town ? 


—— — ä "Ws 
— — md 


* 


HAT I. might not be plagu'd. with the nonſenſe of 
I promis'd my mother again and again, (men, 
Ts ſay as ſhe bids me wherever Igo, 
And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell em No. 


I really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore ; 

They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more: 
And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them fo ; 
Were the ſame thing to do, I again ſhould ſay No. 


For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 
Won't let me alone, tho? I bid him depart ; 

Such queſtions he puts fince I anſwer him ſo, 
That he makes me mean Yes, tho' my words are ftill No. 


He aſk'd, Did I hate him, or think him too lain? 
(Let me die if he is not a clever young {wain) ; 1 
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Ir be ventor's s kiſs, if I from im would go, (Ne. 
Then he prefs'd my young lips; while I bluſh'd, and ſaid 


He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone? 

If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on ? 
If I meant my life long to anſwer him fo? 

I faulter'd, and ſigh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 


This morning an end to bis courtſhip he made; 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he faid: 

If I preſs you to chareh, will you ſcrople to go? 
lu a hearty good-humour I anſwer'd, No, no. 


tt. the. th. * ——_ r 


— 


Ie. morning young Roger accolted me thus: 

Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a buſs. 

Lord! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and your cart; 

Le I thank you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 
thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


Well then, to be fure, be grew c:vil enough, 

He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff : 

I took it, I own ; yet had ſtill. ſo much art, 

To cry, Thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


He ſaid, if ſo be he might meke me his wife— 
Good Lord! I was never ſo daſh'd in my life ; 

Yet could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my conſent, 

And with him on Sunday to chapel I went ; 

But ſaid *twas my goodneſs more than his deſert, 
Not to thank bim for nothing with all my heart. 


The parſon ery'd, Child, you muſt after me ſay ; 
And then talk'd of honour, and love, and obey : 
But, faith, when his reverence-came to that part, 
There I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 


At night our briſk Ten the ſtocking wou'd throw ; 
| mult not tell tales, but I know what I know: 
L Y g Shall 
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Shall I tell yon that Roger was cur'd of his ſmart ? 
No.; I thank you for WY with all-my heart. 


wh oe + 


it. — 


Te loves Ma well, 

And Mary 2 Rar 

But Harry fi 74 for Bonny Bell, 
And finds 2 love miſcarr; 

For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
While Mary flights his paſſion: 

So ftrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. _ , 


'Mol 2 Hal a wreath of 1 
h he in am'rous foll 

Conlign'd to Bell; and in few hours 

It came again to Molly. BI 
Thus all by turns are woo'd and oo; . 

No turtles can be truer; 

Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 0 


As much as Mary Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal d eſp iſes Mary; * 
And all_the flouts TED Bell receives - | 
From Tom, ſhe vents on. Harry. | ee tb A 
If one of all the four has frown'd, aa: 51005 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer : 
If one has ſmild, it _—— round, 37 F, 


And all are in good-humour. ESP W 


Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation, 
How much tis ev'ry.one's concern. ,, yl 
To {mile at reformation. cf. | Ne 
And ſtill, thro” life, this rule purſues. oo To 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, | - Won 
Be kind to them that fancy you, A, 
That thoſe you love may like vou. . Th 


SAYS 


— — 


IJ > rere . wt ted he 


— 
— _ 
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AYS Phelim, In Ireland no longer III ſtay, 
I're got ſo much money my debts I can't pay; 
| will go to England, and paſs for a lord, 
A bag-wig by my fide, on my head a long ſword, 
Ling allinamone ora, an Engliſh lady for me. - 


As I travel along, how the people will ſtare | 
At my coach and fix horſes drawn by an old mare ! 
won't fleep on the road, nor make no delays, 

But leſt L be weary I'll be going ten days. 


And when J arrive ſafe at London by ſea, 

Pl lodge at St James's or elſe at . 

Ill fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, 

Aud court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all. 


Each day T will walk all round croſs the park, 
Each moonſhiny night, at noon when *tis dark, 
With my coat; laced over, the beaux to alarm, 
With my hat in my band to keep my wig warm. 


Exch night at the play in the box I will ſhine, 
And tell ſome rich widow ſhe is more divine 

Than Pluto or Vulcan, or the goddeſs of May, 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart I'll betray. 


Il drink her good health when I dine ev'ry morn, 
And give her a fine ſilver cup made of horn; 

Il make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 

And ſend her two letters by. the poſt at one time. 


Lach night at Her toilet when ſhe riſes from bed, 
When ſhe combs her hands and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeſt Pl! ftare'in her face, 

And tell her for love that ory guts burn and blaze. 
[|] perſuade her to wed in a day or two more, 

Next morning betimes at noon about four ; 


To church I will carry my beautiful bride 
Un a pillion before me, cloſe by my left ſide. 


And when we are married, the drums they ſhall ring, 
The bells they ſhall beat, and the fidter (ing ; 
0 Fr er * To 
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To Dublin PI! carry my charmer ftraightway, . 
In the midſt of winter when they're making of — 


My gunt Mac Mahon I'll invite to the feaſt, 

Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhal] = dreſt ; 
Arrack punch made of whiſky in bumpers ſhall flow, 
And all my 18 5 ſhall come to the now. 


— — 
— — 


YE critics thave, and Je critics below, 
Ye finer-ſpun critics who keep the mid 1 row, 
O tarry one moment, I'll fing you a ſong, 
Shall prove, that like vs—you are all in the wrong; 
Sing tantara-rara wrong all, wrong all, 
Sing tantara-rara wrong all. 


Ye poets who mount on the fam'd winged ſteed, 

Of prancing, and wincing, and kicking take heed; 

For when by thoſe hornets, the critics, he's ſtung, 

You are thrown in the dirt—aud are all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara · rara, CG œ. 


Ve aRors who a& what thoſe writers have writ, 
Pray ſtick to your poet, and ſpare your own wit; 
For when with your, own you unbridle your tongue, 
Til hold ten to one — you are all in the wrong. 

Sing tantara-rara, &c. , 


Ye knaves who make news for the fooliſh to read, 

Who print daily ſlander the hungry to feed; 

For a while you miſlead em, the news-hunting throng, 

But tbe pillory proves — you are all in che wrong. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. N ** | 

Ye grave politicians, ſo deep and fo =" | 

With your hums, and your ſhrugs, and your onlified, eyes; |; 1 

The road that you travel is tedious and long 3 


- 


| 
| 


| But I pray you jog on- You are all in the wrong. T 
| > Sing tantara-rara, &c. 
Ye bappy fond huſbands, and fond bappy wives, T 


Let never ſuſpicions embitter your lives; 


Let 
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Let your prudence be tout, and your faith be as ſtrong; 
Who watch, or who catch—They are all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara- rara, cke. 


Ye unmarried folks, be not bought or be ſold ; 

Let age avoid youth, and the young ones the old; 

For they'll ſoon get 8 the young with the young; 

And then, my wiſe old ones—you are all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara-rara, , &c. | 


Ye ſoldiers and ſailors, who bravely have fought ; 

Who honour, and glory, and laurele, have bought; 

Let your foes but appear, you'll be at 'em ding dong; 

And if they come near you—they're all in the wrong. 
Sing tantara-rara, &c. — nes 


Ye judges of taſte, to our labours be kind; 

Our errors are many, pray wink or be blind; 

Still find your way hither, to glad vs each night, 

And our note we will change'ro—You'reall in the right. 
Sing tantara»rara right all, right all, 
| Sing tantara-rara right all. 


. 


HERE was a little man, and he woo'd a little maid, 
And he ſaid, Little maid, will you wed, wed, wed; 
I have little more to ſay," than will you'aye or nay, 
For little ſaid is ſooneſt mended. = 


Then reply'd the little maid, Little Sir, you've little ſaid, - 
To induce a little maid to wed, wed, wed; 

You muſt ſay a little more, and produce a little dow'r, 
Ere I make a little print in your bed, bed, bed. 


Then the little man replied, If you'll be my little bride, 
PI raiſe my love a little higher ; 

Tho? I little love to prate, my little heart is great, 
With the little god of love all on fire. 


Then the little maid replied, Should I be your little bride, 
Pray what ſhall we do for to cat, eat, eat? — 5 


( = } 


Tun Hons. yore fa rich in, ſerve the Sa 


kitchen? 
Or the little god of love turn the ſpit, ſpit, ſpit! 7 


Then the little man he figh'd, ſome ſay a little eryd; 
For his little breaſt was big with ſorrow : 

| FE am your little ſlave; if the little that I have 

Is too little, little dear, I will borrow. 


So the little man ſo gent, made the little maid relent 
And. ſet ber little all a- thinking; 

Tho? his offers were but ſmall, ſhe took his little all, 
Aud could have of a cat but her fin. 


— 


T. girls of Kilkenny; 0 buxom and friſky, 
Wou'd oftentimes treat me with oo and whilky, 
Botheroo, Didderoo. | 


Cauſe why, I cou'd dance, fing and caper ſa vhs, 
And my heart was as ftont as the heart ay Shilaley. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But Cupid the blinker, that arch miſchief-maker, 
For Ruggedy Madge caus'd my bowels 10 quake, Sir. 
theroo, Didderoo. 


Oh, | Ruggedy Madge was the fair treature's name, Sir; 


For whom my poor boſom was all in a flame, Sir. 


But, oh! when I came to addreſs and adore. . 
I tumbled down backwards ſtrait forwards before her. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


Sweet creature, ſaid I—can you fancy a lover, 
That now will conceal what he now will diſcover ? 
- Botheroo, Didderoo. 


But dhe with her looks and her tongue *gan to jeer me, 


And, ſhutting her eyes—was reſolv'd not to d bevy me. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 4 


Struck 


k 
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Struck Jumb with this uſage, ſaid I, You falſe ereature, 
You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor later. 
Batheroo,. Didderoo +4 © | 


Then all ye young lovers, by me take a warning, 

And pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Botheroo, Didderoo, | 

do boldly reſolve to be buxom and jolly, 

For it magnifies nothing to die melancholy. 
Botheroo, Didderoo. pawe! ; 

Then when you are dead, they will treat you with laugh- 

And call you a fool all your life ever after. lter, 
Botheroo, Didderoo. 


— — 2 — 


HO' in theſe gay days the ladies love plays, 
Dance and caper without heſitation, 

Yet there is no ſporting compared to courting, 

And having a little flirtation. 


And having a little flirtation. 


In houſe or in ſtreet, or wherever you meet 
With the object of your inclination 
0h, is it not pleaſure, beyond any meaſure, 
To have then a little flirtation ? 
To have then, &c. 


What tho' now you call an aſſembly or ball 
A pleaſant and ſweet recreation: | 
altho? crowded full, you would find' it but dull, 
If you had not a ſitile flirtatioo. 
If you had not, &c. 


There's you, and there's you, and there's you, Madam, 
All your primneſa is but affectation; (too, 
Tho' you now look fo fly, yet you cannot deny, 
That you're fond of a little flirtatiou. 
That you're fond, &c. 


Then baniſh all care, my dear Jovely fair, 
Nor think of the fate of the nation ; 


4 


Come 
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Come well, or come ill, let things go how they 8 
We muſt l 7 [tha wy 155 
And we will have a little flirtation. 


© 4 
» — * — -_ _—_— — — 


. ba” + n © > _ * 
* T2 g | 


T Llantavre, Got:pleſs her, a place of renown, 
Hur was brought up and porn, *twas a prafe gallant 
town ; OUT AMINE POL C1 Hut 
Hur father, Got leſs her, did keep a t ho 
Where never was Tack of goot nts = Zig 
Oh the houſe of hur father, Si father's goot houſe! 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe, 
Prafe barra-mennin, and goot barra-chowſe ; 
And was it not, look you, a plentiful houſe ? 


Hur father, Got pleſs her, was prafe gallant man, 

A. ſhentleman, look you—and Morgan hur name; 

Great wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 

Which caus'd many ſcars on hur worſhip's goot fact. 
Oh the houſe of hur father, &c. 


So great was hur might, hur ſtrength, and hur pow'r, 
For hur ſprung from the Joins of great Owen Glendou; 
Hur flew many ſhiants, reliev'd many maids ; 
A. knight of great valour—but a cobler by trade. 
| Oh the houſe of hur father, &c. 
Of dunnocks and goats hur had goot ſtore and plenty; 
Of leeks a great garden, with cabbages dainty ; 
An old woodcock's bill for a pipe with goot liquor, 
To comfort hur noſe when hur for in hur wicker. 
Oh the houſe of hur father, ce. 
Now hur father was tead—ob peace to hur relique! 
Hur was tead of the wind in her guts and the colic; 
Hur hovſe, goots, and chattles, hur left to her ſon, 
Who was lookt at by all as a triving young man. 
Oh the houſe of hur father, Ke. 


But the firſt of great March, on St Taffid's great day, 
As thorough Llantavre hur took her beſt way, 
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With hur leek in hur hat, to the ſhow hur was going, 
With Shenkin, and Morgan, and Watkin, and Owea. 
Oh the houſe of hur father, &c. 


Now as bur was paſſing the folks all among, 

Sweet Winnefred's face hur beheld in a throng ; 

st David, how: great was poor Hughy's ſurpriſe, 

When hur felt the ſharp nettles that ſhot from hur eyes! 
Oh the marfelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred Shones, 
Which makes hur fit ſopping with ſighings and groans, 
Making hur moans, fighings and groans ; 

Oh the marfelous eyes of ſweet Winnefred Shones. 


The very firſt ſhaft hur receiv'd from hur quiver, 
Went thorough hur breaſt-bone, and tuck in hur liver: 
Hur ploot boil'd and pubbl'd, and glow'd in a trice; 
But Winnifred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 

Oh the marfelous eyes, &c, 


By Cheſu hur ſwore hur would pluck up a courage; 

Hur went to hur, and ſwore, hur was as good as leck - 
porrage; | 

But hur gimlet hur cock'd with an eye of diſdain, 

Which pierc'd hur heart thorough and thorough again. 
Oh the marfelous eyes, &c. 


Hur told hur in many ſweet ditty and carol, 
Hur love was as great as hur anceſtors were all : 
But in vain thoſe ſweet ditties and carols hur ſung, 
Unheeded hur harp hur ſo often had ſtrung. 

Oh the marfelohs eyes, &c. 


Cot ſplutter hur ſwore, for hur was in a paſſion, 
Hur would hate all ſuch jades as the plagues of a nation; 
But the flut was ſo eruel, hur ſpit in hur face; 
A ſign hur was lack of good preeding and grace. 
Oh the damnable eyes of Miſs Winnefred Shones! 


So now hur will pack vp her awls and be going, 
And leave off ſuch priples and praples as loving : 
Farewel to Llantavre, of faired renown, 
Hur'll ſeek bur goot fortune in London fine town. 


Z Then 


cs 


- Then adieu to the houſe ; ob, bur father's ſine houſe! 
Where never was lack of goot pudding and.ſoyſe, 
Prafe barra-mennin, and goot barra- — 

Oh, was it not, look you, —a plentiful houſe ? 
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I Sing not of war, neither ſing I of peace, —_ 
Nor wantons my muſe on the pleaſures of eaſe; 
I fing not of Bacchus, nor ſing I of Venus, | 
Of England or France, or the quarrel between ug. 

| Derry down, &c: | m 


I fing not of Grecian, or Roman mad heroes, 

Of Czſar's high deeds, or of impious Nero's ; 
The learning of Plato, the language of Tully, 
A Catg's ſtiff neck, ot the Macedon Bully. 


I ſig not the longitude miſs'd on, or hit on, 

The fchemes of the French, or the proweſs of Britain; 
Such things have been ſung of by twenty before, 
And will, for ought I know, by twice twenty more. 


I fing not the fop with his fair-weather face, 
His box of perfumes, or his monkey grimace ; 
Who brags of amours with each impudent doxy, 
Or lying fo oft with my lady—by proxy. 


I ſing nat the ogling coquette's pretty arts | 
Whole ſmiles make us ſlaves, or what froms, break our 
hearts ; f 1 

Who ſcorns to comply till her bloom is decay'd, 
And, repenting too late, dies a wrinkl'd old maid, 


I fing not the peeviſh old maid's wicked malice, 
Still blaming ber ſex, and reproving its follies ; 
Who calls every bright-blooming beauty a trumpet, 
Becauſe one has offers the other would jump at. 


I fing not the (cold that's eternally homing pn cos £0 

Eternally ranting, and roaring, and ſqualliog ; 

Nor fiog I n and hornify'd ſpouſe, 

Whom, to bring in gallants, madam kicks out o the 
houſe, g | 
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1 fog not the blood, ſtorming windows and doors, 
Demoliſhing watchmen, and beating up whores ; 
With conſtables bravely maintaining the fight, 
And lodging ſecure in a roundhouſe all night. 


| ring not the fot that's eternally topping, 

With mouth to receive, or emit, ever open; 

Who ſwears that all earthly enjoyment and pleaſure, 

Is to drink without end, and to drink without meaſure, 


| fing not of ſchemes of the deep politician, 

To humble the French, and bring down their ambition, 
And make their grand monarque ab armis et a vi, 

On ſtool penitential to ery out percavi. 


| ſing not the hermit immur'd in a cell, 

Where rigour in rags, without wiſdom, may dwell; 

Nor ſing I the fordid ſtill- heaping · up miſer, 

Growing juſt as much rich as t'other's grows wiſer, 

But my bearers cry, What the pox would'ſt thou be at? 
Thou ſing'ſt not of this, neither ſing'ſt thou of that: 
Then a fig for the critics, however they bawl, 


Becauſe I fing Nothing, faith, nothing at all. 


— A ah * _ 


E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 

Y Who trip in this frolickſome round, i 

Pray tell me from whence this indecency ſpringe, 
The ſexes at once to confound? 

What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion defign'd to perplex ? 

bright eyes were intended to — not ſtare, 

d ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex-dearl girls, 

And ſoftneſs che teſt of your ſex. 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 
The boſom diſplay'd, and the petticoat ſhorts. 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade : a 
Zut you, on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare, - 
> A Shou'd 
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Shou'd lily attack us, with coyneſs and viles, 
Not with open and inſolent air. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view ; 
And kindly ſhould ſeem, by the artiſt deſigu'd, 
To ſerve as a model for you. 
Then learn with her beauty to copy her air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal ; 
Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal. & 4 


The bluſhes. of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are ebarms which no art can procure : | 

© Oh, be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll pay, 
And your empire is ſolid and ſure : 

But if, Amazon-like, you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for our fiters or aunts; 
Believe me, you'll never be wives. | 


1 | =- 


. 
A 


* 


YE foplings and prigs, and ye wou'd-be ſmart things, 
ho move in wide commerce*s round, 

Pray tell me from whence thisabſurdity ſprings, | 
All orders of rank to confound ? 

What means the bag-wig, and the ſoldier-like air, 
On the tradeſmen obſequious'and meek ? 

Sure ſabbaths were meant for retirement and pray'r, 
To amend the paſt faults of the week. 


The youth, to whom battles and dangers belong, 
May call a fierce look to his aid. 
Lace, bluſter, and oaths, and a ſword an ell long, 
Are ſamples he gives of his trade : 
But you, on whom London indulgestly ſmiles, 
And whom counters ſhould guard from all ills, 
Shou'd flyly invade with humility's wiles, 
Leſt ſplendor deter us from bills. 


Old Greſham, whoſe ftatue adorns the exchange, 
Diſplays the grave cit to our view, 


And 
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And filently frowns at a conduct fo ſtrange, 

So remote from your interefts and you: | k 
Then learn from his geſtore, grave, decent, and plain, 
To copy fair Prudence's rules | 
For frugality's garb will conceal your vaſt gain, 

And ſecure ye the plunder of fools. 


The caſe of a court, and the air of a camp, 
Are graces no cit can procure z'”—o* ' | 

Monſieur Jourdain ſtill plods in the Spitalfield's tramp, 
Nor can Hart the grown aukwardneſs eure: 

Thus if, apes of the faſhion, St James's you croud, 
And preſs onwards in ſpite of all tops, 

The Mall you may fill, and be airy and loud, 
But, truſt me, you'll ne'er fill your ſhops. 


— 


W I awake, with painful brow, 
Ere the cock begins to crow ; 
Toſſing, tumbling, in my bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head ; 
Pond'ring over human ills, | 
Cruel bailiffs, tailors bills; 
Fluſh and Pam thrown up at Loo: 
When theſe ſorrows ſtrike my view, 

I ery | 
And, to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillow- bier. 


But when ſportive ev'ning comes, 
Routs, ridottos, balls, and drums; 
Caſinos here, Feſtinos there, 
Mirth and paſtime ev'ry where; 
Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 
Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs : 
When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 
Tailors, bailiffs, all forgot, 

I laugh—— 
Careleſs, then, what may befal, 
Thus I ſhake my ſides at all. 


Z 3 Then, 


o 
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Serenely I fit, and I cock my deaf ear, 
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Then, agaio, when I peruſe, | 


O'er my tea, the morning news ; 

Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 

Wanton wives, and cuckold ſpouſes ; 

When I read of money lent, 

At ſixteen and a half a _ . 

3 er 

But if, ere che mails" ; ne, 

Simp'ring enters honeſt pr. ; 

„Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 

Waiting in a chaiſe and four:“ 

Taſtant vaniſh all my cares, 

Swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs, 
And laugh — 


So may this indulgent throng, 

ho now, ſmiling, grace my ſong, 
Never more cry, Oh! oh! oh! 
But join with me in, Ha! ha! ha! 


\ 


—_—— 
* 


e ears at a time are too many for al 

When they're only the inlet of ſtrife ; 

But few they are found, who, tho* wiſe, wou'd refule 
To poſleſs the fair organs of life : 

Yet deafneſs ſometimes of advantage is found ; 
Misfortunes may turn to a bleſſing ; 

For when nonſenſe diſtraQts, or when tumults ſurround, 
They then loſe the pow'r of diſtreſſing. 


Hence I wiſely am taught to be deaf of one ear, 
While the other for uſe I employ ; 

One gate I ſhut up againſt trouble and care, 
And the other keep open for joy. | 

When my conſort begins her loud windpipe to clear, 
With a peal would the world read alunder ; 


- 


Unmov'd *midſt the roar of the thunder. 
. T'other 
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Tother day comes a dun, with, Good Sir! well 
What ſay you ! ſ louder a little: {know— 
You know, Sir, you borrow'd, three twelvemonths go 
Alas, friend! I can't hear a tittle: 
You owe me ten pounds ! then louder he cries; 
And repeats it as loud as he can: 
| point to my ears, and lift up my eyes, 
Till he hardly can think me the man. 


J as grave as a Don, cry, My hearing's quite loſt! 
And my money (ſays he) too, I fear: 

Plague on him, ?tis folly to talk to a poſt! y 
So he leaves me, as mad as a hare. 1 

Thus my life, night and day, in ſoft indolence flows; 
Scolding, dunning, nor brawling, I fear. 

Ye marry'd men all, as ye wiſh for repoſe, 
Be ſure to be deaf of one ear. | 


W thinking on't, I gain'd Thyrſis's heart 
As one ev'ning we danc'd on the lee: 
Without thinking on't, the youth, on his part, 
Alas! made a conqueſt of me. 
Then, Cupid, take care of this tickliſh affair, 
Nor leave poor Paſtora in thrall; 


Leſt the ſwain ſhou'd forget, and break off as we met, 
Without thinking of it at all. 


—— — — 


GICE of the town, fair Delia flew 
To contemplation's rural ſeat: 

Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu! 
Fools only ſtudy to be great. 

The book, the lamp, the hermit's cell, . 
The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor; | 

All theſe ſhe had—*twas mighty well; — 
But yet ſhe wanted ſomething more. 


Back | 


1 


Nrk te the buſy world again 
- She foon return'd; in bees o ind. 
Este for Inn is 
iet of heart, and pence of thind | | 
8 eyry our, | 
y turns her fickle'fabey !?: 
The Aut ſeem d all r | 
But yet ſhe 2 ſomething il. 


Cities and by turns mere try d: 

»Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale; 
Delia at length: became a bride, 

A. bride to Damon of the vale : 

Behold; at once tho gloom was clear'd ; 
Damon was kind and from that hour 

Each place a paradiſe appear d, 
And Delia wanted nothing more. 


1 


O dear Amaryllis Stre bon had lon 
Declar'd his Th goons —— dy'd for . 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs - , Ap ; 
Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran oer, 
And doated on each can a lover do more? 


He waited and waited ; then, changin his ſtrain, 
Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain ! 

The fun was commanded to hide his dull light, 

And the whole courſe of nature was alter'd downright. 
*T was his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change - can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, came by accident there ; 

No rofe-bud ſo tempting, no lily fo fair: 

Fe preſs'd her white hand—next her lips he eſſay d; 
Nor dla ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid: 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reftore, 

And dear 9 thought of no more. 


THIS 
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18 world is a ſta 
On which mankind engage, 
And each acts his part in the throng : 
But all in n : 
Mere folly, deluſion: 
And, faith, nothing elſe but a ſong, 
A ſong, a ſong ; | 
And, faith, nothing elſe but a ſong. 


The parſon ſo grave, 
Says your ſoul he will ſave, 
And point the right way from the wrong ; 
After piouſly teaching, | 
And long-winded preaching; 
He puts off his flock with a ſong, &c. 


The doRor he fills 
You with bolus and pills, 
With aſſurance to make you live long ; 
But believe me tis true, 
The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt it is all but a ſong, &c. 


The ſurgeon ſo bold 
His lancet doth hold, 

And flaſhes your body along 
Small wounds he enlarges, 
To ſwell up your charges ; 

His art like the reſt is a ſong, &c. 


The ſoldier he rattles 
Of fieges and battles, -* 
And dangers that he's been among ; 
His preferment and ſpirit 
Are both like his merit, 
You ſee they are bought for a ſong, &c. 


The maſter he cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, 
Up aloft, my briſk lads, it blows ſtrong: 
Boy, make us ſome flip, ny 
And Pll warrant the ſhip 
Will ſoon reach her port, is his ſong, &c. 
| ; Vers'd 


Dear Chloe's my wiſh, tho? extenſive her charms, 
Tho? the front of her ſtays is too wide for my arme. 


* 
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Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he feribbles, ö 
And moves, his melliflubus tongue; 
*Twixt demur and vacation, 
He'll raiſe expectation, 
Then fink your eftate ro a ſong, &c. 


The courtier he ſmiles.' 

At the time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long: 

He ſqueezes your hand. | 

And calls you his friend, 
Tho? he means nathing more than a ſong, &. 


Then let us de jolly, 
Drive hence melancholy, | 
Since we are brave fellows among; 
Taſte life as it paſſes, ' ; 
And fill up our glaſſes, - 151 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
JJ 
And each honeſt blade fidg'a ſong. 


ih 


JOU may ſay what you will, but Belindaꝰs too tall, 
And Stella's all bone, and her ſhape is too ſmall; 


*Tis certain Miſs Fanny's a ſweet little dear, 

And Zephyrs bring odours when: Lucy. is near; 
But Chloe's all ſweetneſs by nature defign'd; 
We might call her a hogſhead of double · refin d. 


When ſhe dances, then leaps my fond heart like a frog; 
When with rapture I preſs her, I'm loſt in a fog: 
I beg for a Eil, whale my vows I renew, 


And imbibe half a pint of ambrofial dew. 


She frequently mentions y gtrephon the bean ; 
But why hood TA Bar n BOY 
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Fen let him proceeds it will ne'er give me pain; 
We both ſhall find more than our arms will contain. 


Pre oft overheard the ill-natur'd expreſſion, 
That beauty ſo bulky muſt pall in poſſeſſion: 
lu his notion the critic is ſurely miſled, 


Love's flame by her fat will be conſtantly fed. 


Some nymphs have angelical ſweetneſs and grace, 
But Chloe has rather a cherubim's face : 

She's always good-humour'd, facetious, and free, 
And only gives pain when ſhe fits on my knee. 


| fart not, as timorous fribbles have dove, 2 
At the ſubſtancy of three or four females in one; 
Firt balance ber weight with his majeſty's coin, 
Then let the dear ponderous charmer be mine. 


PR BY © 
—— 


. 


N vain I try my ev'ry- art, 
Nor can I fix a fingle heart, 
Yet I'm not old nor ugly : 
Let me conſult my faithful glaſs— 
A face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methioks I look full ſmugly. | 


Yet bleſs'd with all theſe pow'rful charms, 
The young Palzmon fled my arms, 
That wild unthinking rover : 
Hope, filly maids, 2 to hind 
The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, | | 
As fix a rambling lover. | 


— OO—— —— NS —— — 


But hamper'd in the marriage-nooſe, 
la vain they ſtruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot : L 
Like madmen how they rave and ſtare ! | 
A while they ſhake their chains, and ſwear, 
And then lic down in quiet. 


THERE 
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"THERE » was once, it is ſaid, 
(When is out of my head, 
And Bas too, yet true is my ln), 
That a round-belly'd vicar, | 
Bepimpled with liquor, 


Could ftick to no text like ale. 
Tol de rol, de rol lol, lol lol lol. 


He, one night, *gan to doſe ; 
For, under the roſe, 
The prieſt was that night non-/e-ip/e ; 
Non-ſe-ipſe you'll ſa y, 
What's that to the lay ? 
In plain Engliſh, the parſon was only: 


His clerk ſtepping in 
With a band-bobbing chin, 
As folemn and ſtupid as may be; 
The vicar he gap'd, 
The clerk hemm'd and ſcrap'd, 
Saying, * Pleaſe, Sir, to — a baby.” | 


Now our author ſuppoſes 
The clerk's name was Moſes ; 
He look'd, like his maſter, ſo 1 
Who blink'd with one eye, 
With his wig all awry, 
And hickup'd, “ Pray, how is it Moſy ?” 


A child, Sir, is carry'd, 
© By you to be bury'd :'— 
« Bury me, Moſy ! no, that won't do!“ 
* Lord, Sir, (ſays the clerk), 
© You're quite in the dark, 
© ”Tis a child to be bury'd, not you!” 


« Well, Moſy, don't hurry, 
„ The infant we'll bury.” — 
© But, maſter, the corpſe cannot h — 
« Well, can't it — but why ?— 
« For once, then, we'll try 
„If a corpſe, Moſy, can run away.” 
2 | \ * But, 


jut, 


« I neither need wa 
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But, (Moſes reply'd), 
« Sir, the pariſh will chide 
For hw them out in cold weather.“ 
Then, Moſy, (quoth he), 
« Go and tell em from me, 
I'll bury them warm all together.” 


But, Sir, it rains hard; 
© Pray, have ſome regard !? 
« Regard, Moſy ! that makes me flay 


« For no corpſe, young or old, 
t In rain can — d; 


« But faith, Moſy, you and I may!” 


Moſes begg'd he'd be gone; 
Saying, * Sir, the rain's done, 


- © Pleaſe to riſe, and I'll lend you my hand. 


« Oh, *tis hard (quoth the vicar 
« To leave thus my liquor, 
To go when I'm ſure I can't ftand!” 


Then the parſon, with trouble, 
To the church-yard did hobble, 
Lamenting the length of the way : 
« For, Moſy, (quoth he), 
« Were Ia res, dye lee, 
k, preach, or pray!“ 


When he came to the grave, 
Says he, Moſes, a ſtave !— 
Lord, where's my tobacco-box hid? 
« I proteſt, this faſt walking 
'« Prevents me from talking 
« $0, Moſy, pray give me a quid.“ 


Then he open'd the book, 
And in't ſeem'd to look, 
But o'er the page only he ſquinted. 
Said he, © Moſes, I'm vex'd, 
« For I can't find the text, 
The book is ſo wretchedly printed. 


A 


© Good 
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« Good people, let's pray: 
« Life's, alas! but a day, 
« Nay, ſometimes tis over at noon { 
« Man is but a flow'r, 
« Cut down in an hour! | 
« *Tis ſtrong ale, Moſy, does it ſo ſoon. 


« Woman of a man born 


«© No—that's wrong—the leaf's torn 


« Upon woman the natural ſwell is: 
66 The world would grow wild 
„% Were men got with child; 


« Moſy, you and I might have big bellies. 


« Neighbours, mind what I ſay ; 
When tis night tis not day; 


«© Tho', in former times, ſaints could work he 


6 They'd raiſe from the dead 
« There's no more to be ſaid, 


« For, Moſes, I've dropp'd down my ſpeQacles. 


« Then, neighbours, forthwith 
% Put the child in the earth; ; 
«© Duſt to duſt, Moſy, duſt it away 2 
« For, Moſes, I truſt - 
« We all ſhould be duſt, 
« If we were-not to moiſten our clay.” 


* — 8 _ — i.e... it. 


HAVE you &er ſeen the moruiag ſun, 
From fair Aurora's boſom run? 

Or have you ſeen on Flora's bed 

The eſſences of white and red? 


Then you may boaſt, 'for you have ſeen - 


My fairer Chloris, beauty 


Have you e'er pleas'd your ſkilful cars 
With the ſweet muſic of the ſpheres ? 
Have you e'er heard the ſyrens ſing, 
Or Orpheus play to hell's black king? 
If ſo, be happy, and rejoice, 

For thou haſt heard my Chloris voice. 


s queen. 


Hare 
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Have you e' er ſmelt what chymic ſkill 
From roſe or amber doth diftil? 

Have you been near that ſacrifice - 
The phœnix makes before ſhe dies? 
Then you can tell, I do preſume, 

My Chloris is the world's perfume. 


Have you e'er taſted what the ben 
Steals from each flagrant flow'r or tree? 
Or did you ever taſte that meat, 

Which poets ſay the gods did eat ? 

O then I will no longer doubt 

But you have found my Chloris out. 


— N 9 


F Anna's charms let others tell, 
Or bright Eliza's beauty ; 

My ſong be of Blouzibel; . 

To ſing of her's my duty: 
The fair, who arm'd with Cupid's darts, 

His flames, and other matters, 
I; all around behung with darts, 

As beggars are with tatters. 


To laviſh nature much ſhe owes, 
And much to education: . g 
The girls and boys, and belles and bea 
Are ſtruck with admiration : 
For blended in her cheeks there lies 
The carrot and the turnip ;* 
And who beholds her blazing eyes, 
His very heart they burn up. 


Her dainty bands are.red and blue; - 
Her teeth all black and yellow ; 

Her curling hair of faffron hue ; 
Her lips like any tallow ! 

Here voice ſo loud, and eke ſo ſhrill, 
Far off it is admir'd ; 


Her tongue—which never 25 lay fil, 
And yet was never tir'd. | 
Aa 2 3 
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Ten thouſand wonders riſe to view 
All o'er the lovely creature; 

The pearly ſweat,-like morning dew, 

| Gilds ev'ry ſhining feature. 

As Iſaac of his Eſau ſaid, 
She like a foreſt ſavours : 

Thrice happy man for whom the maid 
Reſerves her private favours.! 


O Blouzibel! for thee we pant, 
To thee our hopes aſpire ; 

For thou haſt all that lovers want 
To quench their raging fire. 

Then kindly take us to thine arms, 
And in compaſſion fave vs 

From Anna's and Eliza's charms, 
Which cruelly enſlave us. | 


-—_ 


— — —— — 


H, what pain it is to ſee; 
Can I bear it, can I bear it? 
Oh, what pain it is to ſee 3 
Can fleſh and blood e'er bear it? 
When Czlia does to me deny 
A kiſs, which would give ecſtaſy, 
And Tray my happy rival be, 
Can fleſh and blood e'er bear it? 


Hopes in complaiſance I plac'd ; 
They deceive me, they deceive me; 

Hopes in complaiſance I plac'd ; 
But all thoſe hopes deceive me. . 

I bow, I cringe; but ſpite, alas! 

Of courtly airs, and artful face, 

Tray fawns with ſuch ſuperior grace, 
That all thoſe hopes deceive me. 


When I ſkill in muſie ſhow, 

_?Twill not pleaſe her, twill not pleaſe her; 

When I (kill in muſic ſhow, N 
Yet ſtill it will not pleaſe her. 


( 2a F 


My tune tho' ſoft, my voice tho? low, 

Tis vain, my chiefeſt notes muſt bow 

To ſweet inchanting bow-wow-wow ; 
That air alone will pleaſe her. 


Grant, I cry'd, to cure my wo, 
A kiſſes, balmy kifles ; 

Grant, I cry'd, to cure my wo, 
Some precious balmy kiſſes. 

In vain my ſighs to move her roſe; 

From me ſhe flew, and cruel choſe 

T apply her lips to Tray's cold noſe, 
And laviſh there her kiſſes. 


Yet my heart is fixt to try, 

If ſhe'll love me, if ſhe'll love me; 
Yet my heart is fixt to try, 

If ſhe at length will love me: 
For if thus kind, thus tender ſhe, 
Can to ſo mean a creature be, 
How vaſtly, vaſtly more to me, 

If once ſhe'd change and love me. 


— — _____ — 


˙7 —— 


HREE nymphs contending for my heart, 
With different charms a _ a 
The firſt ſold puddings, pies and tarts; 
The ſecond, pins, and lace : 
The third employ'd herſelf to cry 
The news three times a-week ; 
Befides, each night *twas her delight, 
To cry hot bak'd ox-cheek. 


Look, gods f from your celeſtial bow'rs,. 
And guide me to the beſt ; 
And may my faculties and pow'rs 
8 and mind be bleſt. hs 
iſt thus I cry'd, the gods reply'd, 
Thy fate can't be — 2 : oy 
The nymph we've choſen for thy bride, 
Sifts cinders from the duſt. 
l 2323. 
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H happy a ſtate does the virgin poſſeſs, 
Whoſe innocent boſom no troubles diftreſs ; 
She's ever briſk, airy, good-humout'd, and gay, 
No cares to moleſt her by night or by day. 
Uncontroul'd by a huſband, her actions are free; 
Of herſelf and her fortune ſole miftreſs is ſhe : 
In freedom and pleaſure ſhe paſſes her life; 

If ſo happy a virgin, then who'd be a wife? 


No bantlings to teaze her or break her night's reſt, 
With peace and contentment her moments are bleſs'd ; 
She ſleeps till *tis time in the morning ts riſe, 

And ev'ry new day ſome new pleaſure ſupplies. 
Surrounded, abroad, with a crowd of ſmart beaux, 
Who are proud to attend her wherever ſhe goes, 
About her they ſwarm, like the bees to their hives : 
If ſo happy when virgins, then who would be wives? 


Let the wife boaſt of conjugal bliſs, if ſhe pleaſe, 
Which is bought at th” expence of her freedom and eaſe; 
Confin'd by her cares, ſtill at home ſhe mult ſtay, 
While abroad we can range to the park or the play. 
Thro? a maze of ſoft pleaſure our actions we ſteer; 
And when we come home, we've no huſband to fear, 
To teaze us, and vex us, and tire out our lives: 
If ſo happy when virgins, then who would be wives? 


# — 
. 2 


| "PRE ſun was ſleeping in the main, 
Bright Cynthia filver'd all the plain, 

When Colin turn'd his team to reſt, 
And ſought the laſs he lov'd the beft : 
As tow'rd her cot he jogg'd along, 
Her name was frequent in his ſopg ; 
But when his errand Dolly knew, 
She vow'd, ſhe'd ſomething elſe to do. 


He ſwore he did admire her more 
Than any maid he'd ſeen before; 
In tender ſighe proteſting, he 


uld conllant as the turtle b 2 
Would conſtant as the turtle be Takt 
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Talk'd much of death, ſhould ſhe refuſe, 


And us'd ſuch arts as lovers uſfe* 
'Tis fine, ſays Doll, if *tis but true ; 
But now, I've ſomething elſe to do. 


Her pride then Colin thus addreſs'd : 
Forgive me, Doll, I did but jeſt ; 

To her that's kind I'll conſtant prove; 
But, truſt me, Il ne'er die for bone. 
Tho? firſt ſhe did his courtſhip ſcorn, 
Now Doll began to court in turn. 
Dear Colin, I was jefting too ; 

Step in, I've nothing elſe to do. 


— 


H' the man, who life's dull eares 
To low ambition gives! 

And, mounting up five pair of ſtairs, 
In lofty garret lives. 


Whilſt tumults vex our earthly ball, 
Our ſtreets whilſt noiſy cries, 
The Garreteer eſcapes them all, 
« Commercing with the ſkies.” 


No wrangling mobs, thus heard from far, 
Diſturb his tranquil ſoul : 

The rattling coach, and rumbling car, 
Like diſtant thunders roll. 


Proud, as a ſultan on his throne, 
His vaſſals at his feet: 

Above the world, the bard looks down 
On all that man thinks great. 


Soft gales, from dregs terreſtrial clear, 
Sublimeſt thoughts inſpire : 


His warm'd imagination there 
From heav'n itſelf takes fire. 


On beef or pork low mortals we 
Regale, or ſtummy wines; 
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On neQar and ambroſia he 
With gods and heroes dines. 


Whilt duſt or ſmoke beneath him rolls, 
He ſnuffs the athereal breeze; f 


The wheezing dun, one flight of flairs 
Who mounts to ſeize his prey, 

To ſtorm his citadel deſpairs, 
And growling turns away. 


The Cambrian thus on Peamenmoor, 
Or Snowdon's lofty fide, 
Amidſt his craggy rocks ſecure, 
The Roman pow'r defy'd. 
The ſpider in the bard's bleſt dome 
- His web with ſafety hides ; : 
Where mops or brooms dare never come, 
That come to all” beſides. 


Tho' rarely ſeen in well-dreſs'd routs, 
„ Or cheerful haunts of men; 
Yet many a macarani ſpouts 

The labours of his pen. 


Almack's, pantheon, or court-ball, 
Are low and childiſh toys : 

What only we high life can call, 
The Garreteer enjoys. 


— 1 OE —PW 


TY the month of May, 
The morning Breys 
Firſt peeps a doubtful light: 
Three ftrikes the clock, 
The village cock 
Next crows with all his might. 
Each waking bird, ; 
Chirping is heard; | 


21. & 


Tinged 
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Tiages of red the ſky adorn ; 

Bird, man, and beaſt, 

Regard the caſt, 

And, pleas'd, ſalute the riſing morn. 
The ſhepherd now his flock unfolds ; 
Night, like a thief, ſteals low away: 
His dingy hue, a 

Ugly to view, 

Is chang'd to a delightful blue: 

All nature's gay; 

And now the villager beholds 

His mowers mow, his ploughers plow, 


Sheep bleat, birds ſing, and oxen low. 


Each rural ſound ſalutes his ears; 
He whiſtles to make one: 

And now, 

Uſher'd by all this fine parade, 
In ev'ry ſplendid pomp array'd, 
Appears 

The radiant ſun. 


$0, after abundance of toilet affairs, 
And Betty has nine times run up and down ſtairs, 
For lappets and ribbands, and one thing and t'other, 

And the houſe, top and bottom'salarm'd with the pother, 
And a hundred things more are done equally riſible, 


The lady, at laſt, condeſcends to be viſible. 


* 


W 


Your paſſion, anguiſh, tears, and ſighs, 
And all ſuch folly, I deſpiſe. 

If I but frown, you ſay you die; 

Sure, frowns can never hurt a fly: 


But ſince my ſmiles ſuch bleſſings prove, 
I'll ever ſmile at you and love. 


You ſay that I am all divine, 
My eyes the brighteſt ſtars outſhine ; 


HY will you plague me with your pain? 
You know ſuch nonſenſe I diſdain ! 


And 
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And I of charms have ſuch a ſtore, 
As never girl poſſeſs'd before: 

And when I am as mad as you, 

I may believe it to be true ; 

But never, till that time ſhall be, 

Let me hear more of love or thee. 


To . | RES 


Hoe er with curious eye has rang'd 
Thro* Ovid's tales, has ſeen, 
How Jove, incens'd, to monkeys chang'd 
A tribe of worthleſs men. 
Repentant ſoon, th' offending race 
atreat the injur'd pow'r, 
To give them back the human faco, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore. 


Jove, ſooth'd at Je his ear inclin'd, 
And granted half their pray'r; 
But t'other half he bid the wind 
Diſperſe in empty air. ; 
Scarce bad the thund'rer giv'n the nod, 
That ſhook the vaulted ſkies, | 
With haughtier air the creatures ſtrode, 
And ftretch'd their dwindled fize. 
The hair in curk luxurious now 
Around their temples ſpresd; 
Now dangled from the head. 
The head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the face; 
It ſtill retains its native grin, 
- And all its old grimace. , 


Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
Jove bade them take their place, 
Reftoring them their ancient claim 
Among the human race. | 
Man with contempt the brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſtow; | 


of 


But 
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But woman lik'd the motley breed, 
And call'd the thing a Beau. 


— 
—_—_ 


LOW joy to the ſouls of my friends in full tide 
Sit each merry ſwain with a nymph at his ſide, 
With ſmiles on their cheeks to betoken their glee, 
While I fing of my Syllabub under the tree. 


The wit of the beau, and the flights of the belle ; 
The gay converſations in which they excel ; 

The ſmart things they ſay, and their ſolidity, 
Compare with my ſyllabub under the tree. 


The joys of a court, and the bliſs of a king; 

The ſtar on his breaſt, with its ribbon, or ring ; 
Tho? ſolid they ſeem, —alas ! if you ſee, 

They're too like my ſyllabub under the tree. 


Moſt ſpeeches we hear, ſo ſonorous and ftrong, 

la the ſenate declaim'd by the patriot throng, 

(What lurks at the bottom — the froth we dot ſee), 
Are too like my ſyllabub under the tree. 


The prieft when he talks of his piety moſt ; 
When ſoldier and ſailor their feats often boaſt ; 
Merchant and lawyer, vaunting loud honeſty, 
Compare with my ſyllabub ——_ the tree. 


Hard words of the ſcholar, in Latin or Greek, (ſpeak, 
deeking thoughts of the learn'd, when his own he hou d 
(His thoughts ſhould ſeek words, critics all mult agree), 
Compare with my ſyllabub under the tree. 


When fops count us, vainly, the fair they have won 
How many they've kiſs'd fince the laſt ſetting ſun ; 
dnorting praiſes, the prude, of her own chaſtity, 
Compare with my ſyllabub under the tree. 


When John kiſſes Margery in guiſe of true love, 
And vows, as he kiſſes, bell conſtant cer prove; 
His vows and his kiſſes from froth are not free, 
They form but a ſyllabub under the tree. 

N 


All 
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LL attendants apart, 
I examin'd my heart, 
Laſt night when J laid me to reſt ; 
And methinks I'm inclin'd 
To a change of my mind ; 
For you know d thoughts are the beſt. 


To retire from the crowd, 
And make ourſelves good, 
By avoiding of ev'ry temptation, 
Is, in truth, to reveal, 
What we'd better conceal, 
That our paſſions want ſome regulation. 


It will much more redound 
To our praiſe, to be found, 
In a world ſo abounding with evil, 
Unſpotted and pure, 
Tho? not ſo demure, 


And to wage open war with the devil. 
| 


In bidding farewel * 
To the thoughts of a cell, 
. I'll prepare for a militant life; 
And, if brought to diftreſs, 
Why then—PIl confeſs, | 
And do penance in ſhape of a wife. | 


* 


% 
\ 


I "= ——_——— " wm K — 
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A Tailor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 

Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne or claret; 
With high ** or ragouts, he never was fed, 

But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread. 


His werk he purſu'd without any repinlog, | 
When bleſs'd with a pint of three threads for his liniog; 
Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a ſemſtreſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his quietus. 


5 5 longer a birth - night affords any pleaſure, 
is patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure: 


„„ Fo ks. r e 
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His bills he contrives not with items to ſwell; 
Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to hell. 
Cupid pitying bis caſe, at length flew to his aid, 

And help'd him to fine -draw the hole he had made; 

He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute ; 

Who e' er finiſh'd without firſt beginning his ſuit ? 


He viſits the ſemſtreſs with aukward addreſs ; 

Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs. | 

But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer d at his ſpeeches and wheedle, 
For ſhe, lack a-day ! was as ſharp as a needle. 


He told her, on hon'rable terms he was come, ht. 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of his doom; 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 

The fates? ſhears would ſoon cut off his remnant of life. 


D'ye think, cry'd the ſemſtreſs, I'll take for a ſpouſe, 
One whom no one eſteems at three ſkips of a louſe ? 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, Th 

A tailor is but the ninth part of a man. 


; The tailor proceeded with lying, intreating, 
And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear repeating : 
A woman, unmarry'd, was uſeleſs, he ſaid; 


Was juſt like a needle without any thread. 


When the prieſt ſhou'd bave tack'd them together, he 
cry'd, | 

For her alate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide 

Tho? to Turkeys and capons he cou'd not aſpire, 

She might always be ſure of à gooſe at the fire. 


As ſhe work'd, he commended her fingers ſo nimble ! 
And ſwore that her eyes were more bright than her thimble; 
Tho' ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, | 

That (I know not how 'twas) he cabbag'd her heart. 


Away hand in hand to the chapel they went; 

Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaft diſcontent: _ 
None but death could the conjugal knot have unty'd; 
For croſs-legg'd together they ſat till they dy'd. 


B b LONG * 
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| ONG fince unte her native ſſey 
5 Fled bea v' · deſee uded — 
Nau ght now that's ftable's to be dad: 
The gry nn grown mutable and mad: 
Save women — they, we muſt confeſs, 
Are miracles of ſtedfaftneſe ; 
And ev'ry wirey, pretty dame, 
Bears for her mite Sill the ſame. 


The flew'rs that iv the vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue, and green, 
In brief complexion idly 2M 

Still ſes with ev'ry por or 

Diſpers'd by wind, ar chill'e * e, 
Their odours gene, their colour loſt 3 
But what is true, tho” pa 
That women never-—fade nor change. 


The wiſe man faid, that all was din 

And folly's univerſal reign; 

_ Wiſdom its votaries oft eathbrals, 
Riches torment, and 1 Ils ; 

And *tis, good lack, a Jen 

That each man ſaon or 2 8 a fool : 

In women *tis the exception lies; 

For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wiſe ! 


This earthly ball with noiſe abounds, 

And from its emptineſs it ſounds ; | 

* Fanie's deaffning din, the hum of men, 
The lawyer's plea, the poet's gh | 


But women here no one ſuſpe 

Silence diſtinguiſbes that ſex; 

For, poor dumb things! ſo meek's thow mend, 
You ſcarce can hear them—when they ſcold. * 


An hundred mouths, an hundred tobgoes, We 

An hundred pair of iron lunga, 

Five heralds, = five thouſand criers, 

With throats whoſe accent never tires; 

Ten ſpeaking-trumpets of a ſize 
Would deafneſs with their din furpriſe ; ; 


Pour 
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Your praiſe (weet nymph, ſhall Gag and ſay, '% 
INTE 


* 
— 14. _ WY 4 — 


— 


8 NCE laws were made for e' ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as in me, 
I wonder we ha'at better company 

Upon 'Tybura tree. 
But gold from law can take out the ſting ; 
For if rich men hke us were to ſwing, 
'Twould thin the land ſach numbers to ſtring 


Upon Ty burn tree, 


The lawyer, who's biaſs'd by money or fpleen, 
Wou'd cut a figure, if once he was feen, 
Where mot of his brethren deſerve to have been, 
Upon Tybura tree. 
The methodiſt preacher, who makes it his care 
To plunge his audience into qeſpair, 
Deſerves to finiſh his funeral pray'r 
Upon Tyburn tree.” 


The quack too, who makes it his ſtudy to kill 

Man, woman, and child, with his poiſonous pill, 

Deſcrves to be dragg'd, tho' much 'gainſt his will, 
Upon Tybura tree. 


The creditor wha will no longer ſtay, _. 

When his debtor has will, but no pow'r to pay, 

Deſerves in his turd to be hurried away | 
Unto Tybura tree. a 


The tailor, who cheats you behind and before, 

And inſtead of three yards will charge you for four, 

Would think it damn'd hard to finiſh his ſcore 
Upon Tyburn tree. 


But don't you think that he merits full well 
To be tied in a cart, and hear his own knell : — 
Ob, how poor ſnip would think of his hell 3 2 
Loder "Fydura tei!!! 08 
wennn - a ha 
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Whoe'er, when the minor's laſt ſhilling is ſpent, 
Lends money on premium, and fifty per ceat. 


Deſerves to receive his laſt puniſhment 
Upon Tyburn tree. 


The jolly churchwarden, and overſeer too, 

Who pocket one half of the pariſh's due, 

Deferve to be nubb'd, and made look aſkew 
Upon Tyburn tree. 


The man who wiſhes his country oppreſs'd, 

Who gives up his king or his friend when diſtreſs'd, 

Deſerves to be halter'd, and ſwing with the ret 
Upon Tybura tree. 1 


In ſhort, ' were mankind their merits to have, 
Could juſtice mark out each particular knave, 
Two thirds o' the creation would ſing the laſt tare 


Upon Tyburn tree. 


ͤ——ÄEů1 


bt * * 
1 


P tell us that man is a creature, | 
That walks on two legs, and unfeather'd by nature; 
But woman a form more delightful aſſumes, 

And our fair ones are nought but à bundle of plumes, 


Fhe feather, they ſay, is an emblem deſign'd 
Of the ſex's light natore, that veers with the wind; 
And the different colours are laid on their wings, 

To ſhew us that women are changeable things. 


Obſerve how white, yellow, blue, purple, and red, 

All the tints of the rainbow are pinn'd to one head; 
For feathers they ranſack the air, earth, and ſea, 
And a lady's rout looks like—a menagerie. 


So cloſely they ſtick, you wou'd ſwear when you ſee e em, 
. They had all made a party to rob the muſeum ; 

Or, tofeather theirnefts well, and make their heads clever, 
Had croſs'd Lei'ſter fields, and plunder'd poor Lever. 


If below the fair boſom this faſhion ſhou'd ſpread, 
And the body be plumed as well as the head ; 
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Jt would puzzle Buffon i in what genus to | ana 
Or what ſpecies allot to this — 1 


Who knows but our girls, (we have ſeen ſtranger things), 

When they once have got feathers, may make them- 
ſelves wings 3 

Like our ſwallows in winter, may ſoon take their flight, 

And bid all their lovers and huſbands good night ! 


Let's away then to Crewe's, in purſuit of the fair ; 

We may fling a net o'er them, and catch et all there: 
Then, minglin together, we'll jo join the gay throdg ; 
For yap're in ba feather, and I'm in full ſong. 


* 
- 
44 
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A 
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GONE women take delight in drefs, 
And ſome in cards take pleaſure, 
While others place their happineſs 
In heaping hoards of treaſure : . 
In private ſome delight to kifs, | 
Their hidden charms unfoldin 2 
But all miſtake the ſov'reign lite, 
There's no ſuch joy as Folding 
As ſcolding, as ſcoldin 
There's no ſuch joy as [ walding! 


The inſtant that T ope mine eyes, 
Adieu all day to filence ; 

Before my 2 they can riſe, 
They hear my tongue a mile hence. 

When at the board I take my ſeat, 
'Tis one continued riot; 

I eat and ſcold, and ſcold and eat, 
My clack is ne'er at quiet. 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold; - ; 
L ever am complaining ; 
Too freſh, too ſtale, too young, too old; 
Each gueſt at table paining: 
Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or ſiſh, 
Tho” of my own providing, { 


3 
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I till find fault with evry diſh, 
Still ey'ry fervant chiding. 
But when I go to bed at night, 
I ſurely fall to ing; 
| - - For then I loſe my great delight; 
Oh could I ſcold when fleeping ! 
But this my pain doth mitigate, 
And ſoon diſperſes forrow,— |, 
Altho? to-night it be too late, 
Pl pay it off to-morrow ! 


a. 


Am a briſk young lively laſs, 
I A little more than twenty ; 
And by my comely air and mien, 
I can have ſweethearts plenty: 
But I'Il beware of wedlock's ſnare, 
Tho” dying ſwains adore me; 
| The men I'll teaze, myſelf to pleaſe, 
My mother did ſo before me. 


In rich brocades and diamonds bright, 

Like gayeſt fprings delighting, | 
My parts and humour ſhall unite, 

To make me more inviting. 

For Pll advance, and learn to dance, 
To pleaſe ſhall be my glory; | 

PI] learn to trace each ſtep with grace, 
My mother,. &c. q 


P' dreſs as ſine as fine can be; 
My pride ſhall be my pleaſure; 
And tho? the neighbours envy me, 
To mind them I've no leiſure; 
I'll take delight both. day and night 
To be talk'd of in tory ;. | 
II have it ſaid, There ſhiges a. maid ;. 
My mother, '&c. | 


To park npd play VII often go, | 


o ſpend each leiſure hour; 
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Tl walk and talk with ev'ry beau, | 0 Þ 
And make them feel my powr. = 
But if a dart ſnou'd pierce my beart, 
From one that does adore me, 
We'll wed and kiſs ; what harm's in this? 
My mother, &c. 


Then will I when I Ay 
My huſband to perfeQion ; 

For, as wives have often ſaid, 
Keep nds iQ ſubjeQuon. 

No ſnarling fool ſhall o'er me rule, 
Or e'er eclipſe my 7 gl 

P11 let him ſee I'll mi 4 be ; 
My mother did ſo before me. 


4 


I was about the Martinmas time; 
And a gude time it was than, 
When our gude-wife had puddings to make, 
And be Poi them in the pan. 
The wind it blew baith cauld and raw, 
And it blew in to the floor; 


ao“ our goodman to our goodwife 
* Gaz out and bar the.door.” | 


„ My hand is in my huffy'f-ſkap,. 
man, as ye may ſee; 
An' it ſhould nae be barr'd this hunder your, 
It's nae be barr'd' for me. 


They made a paction *tween them twa, 
They made it firm and ſure, 

That the firſt of them that ſpake a word, 

Shou'd riſe and bar the door.. 


Then by there came two gentlemen, 
At twelve o'clock at night, 
And they could neither ſee houſe nor ha?; 


Nor coal nor candle light. 


Now, 


( 986 
Now, 22 
Or whether is't a poor ? 


But never a word: well anc of then fptak, . 
For barring of the door. 


Then firſt they ate the white vddings, 
Ad free they ate the bl -\ 


Tho? kts hugh the wile to ber 
Yet nc'er a wo COINS * 

Then ſaid the one unto the other, 
% Here, man, tak' ye my knife; 


Do you tak” aff the avld man's beard, 
And Pl kiſs the goodwife.” 


E But there's nae water in dhe houſe, 
And what ſhall we do then?“ 


&© What ails you at the _ it 
That boils late into the pan?“ 


O up then ftarted our 2 
An angry man was | 
« Will yoo 1700 Bs my wife "WH my cen, 
And ſcad me wr pudding * 


Up then ſtarted our goodwife, 
And ga'e ſkips on the floor : 


4 Goodman, you've [pokets the foremoſt 9 
Get up and bar the door.“ 


2 


— 


N Scotland there liv'd a humble beggar, 

| He had neither houſe, nor hald, nor hame ;. 
But he was weeFliked by ka body, 

And they gae him ſunkets to tax his wame. 


A nivefow o' meal, and handfow o- groat a, 
A dadd o bannock, or herring-bree, 

Cauld parrage, or the tickings o“ plates, 
Wad mak” him as blyth as a beggar could be. 


- 'This beggar he was a humble be 
The fe irs e 
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He wad a ta'en his ams in a bikker, 
ne gentleman, or poor bodie. 


His wallets ahint and afore did hing, 

In as good order as wallets cou'd be; 

A lang kail-gooly hang down by his fide, 
And a meikle nowt-horn to rout on had he. 


It happen'd ill, it happened warſe, 

It happened ſae, that he did die: 

And wha do ye think was at his late-wake, 
But lads and laſſes o* high degree? 


Some were blyth, and ſome were ſad, 
And ſome they play'd at Blind- Harrie 
But ſuddenly upftarted the auld carle, 

I redd ye, good focks, tak? tent o“ me. 


Up gate Kate, that fat i“ the nook, 
Wou, kimmer, and how do ye ? 

Up be gat, and ca'd her limmer, 

And ruggit and tuggit her cockernonie. 


They houkit his grave in Es kirk-yard, 
Fen far frae the 'companie . the 

But when they were gaun to i 

The feint a dead nor dead 44K yi 


And when they brought him to Dukit's kirk-yard, 
He dunted on the kiſt, the broads did flee ; 

And when they were gaun to put him i the yird, 
la fell the kiſt, and out lap he. 


He cry'd, I'm cauld, I'm unca cauld; 

Fu fatt ran the folk, and fu' faſt ran he: 
But he was firſt bame at his ain ingle fide, 
And he helped to drink his ain dirgie. 


_ in yon meadow a couple aid tarie, 
The gudewife ſhe drank naithing but 2 * 


ei 5+ +1461 Teo aa 


* 


\ 


_ Hisn0 fear of her neigbbours, nor qpinds the houſe wan 
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The guderan he complain d to ber friends right early, YN 5 
O gin my wife wad drink hooly and fairly! — 
Firſt ſhe drank Cremmy, vnd ſyne the drank Garie, M 


And ſyne ſhe draak my benuy grey marie, Th 
That carried me thro' a the —— hine ; 
O gin, e. 1.0 


She drank her hoſe, the drank ber ſhoon, 
And ſyne ſhe drank her benny new gown ; 
She drank her fark that tover'd ber rarcly z 


a * 


Wiad ſhe drink hee ain things, I wad us carte, 


But ſhe drinks my elaithe I canna? well 4 
When Pm wi' my golipe, it ungert me fairly: 

O gin, &c. dn 
My Sunday's coat ſhe has laid it a wad, 
The beſt blue bonnet was c*er o' my head; 
And this is the reaſon I'm claithed ſo barely 

0 gin, &c. 8 \ 4 

My bonny white mittens I wore on my hands, 
Wi'her neighbour's wife ſhe has laid them in pawns; 
My baue: headed ſtaff that I loo'd fo dearly ; 

O gin, &c. c 1 | 
I never was for wrangling nor ſtrife, 
Nor did I deny her the comforts of life; 
For when there's a. war, I'm ay for a parley ; 

O gin, &c. 
When there's ony money, ſhe maun keep the purſe: 
Tf I ſeek but a bawbee, he l ſcold hey” ſhe'll curk ; 


She lives like a gucen, I ſcrimped and ſparely ; 
O gin, &c. | | 2 


A pint wi her cummers I wad her allow: 0 

But when The tits down, the gets herſel fu“; 

And when ſhe is ſa' ſhe is unco camftairic ; 

When ſhe comes to the ſtreet, ſhe roars and ſhe rants, 
ts; 
But 


$; 
oe 
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But * up ſown fool ah 140%, Up ye er heart, Charlie; 
gin, Ce 


men ſhe comes bame, the lays os. dhe ade, * 

The laſſes ſhe ca's bh D- and j ,, 

Ard ca's myſel'ꝰ aye ane auld uekold carlie. 
O gin, &c. As 
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That I had 6 - » — wa L 
But now he's awa to. anither, 
And left me a' my lain. 
The laſs he's courting has filler, 
And I ha'e nane at a“; 


And it's nought but the love of the tocher 
That's tane my lad awa', 


But I'm blyth thas my heart's my ain, 
And I'll keep it ry my life, 
Until that I meet wi' a lad 
Wha has fenfe to vote a good wife. 
For tho? I ſay't myſel', d 
That ſhou'd na wel] it's true, 
The lad that gets me for a wife, 
He'll ne'er ha'e occafion ta rue. 


I gang ay fu* clean and ſuꝰ tofh, NN 
As a' the neighbours can bell, 
Tho? I've ſeldom 8 gown on my back, 
But ſik as I ſpin Tayſel*. 7 
And when Im clad i' my eurtſey, 
I think myſe] as bra 
As Suſy, wi' a' her 
That's tane my lad aw” 


But I wiſh they were buckl'd together, 
And may they live happy for life ; 

Tho' Willy does ſlight me, and's left me, 
The chield he * Das a good wife. 

But, O I'm blyth that I've mils'd him! 
As blyth as I weel can bez _ 


For 
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For ane that's ſac keen o' the filler 
Will never agree wi' me. 


But, Is the truth is, I'm heart, 
I hate to be ſerimpit and-ſcanty - 
The wee thing I hae I'll mak* uſe ot, 

And nae ane about me ſhall want. 
For I'm a good quide o the warld, 
I ken when to aad and to gie; 
For whinging and cringing for aller 
Will ne'er agree wi mee. 


Contentment is better than riches, 
An' he wha has that has — "XY 
The maſter is ſeldom ſac happ 
As Robin that drives the . 
But if a young lad wou'd caſt up, 
To make me his partner for life, 
If the chield has the ſenſe to be yore” | 
He'll fa 6 


— — — 


VN HEN Grit CO Tr Porky 
Of twenty years or ſo, 
I thou r myſelf a handſome youth, 
fain the world would know ; 
In beſt attire I ſtept — 4815 
With ſpirits briſk and | 
And here, and there, a eviy where, 
Was like a morn in May. 
No care I had for fear of xt 
But rambled up and down; 
And for a beau [ might have paſt 
In country or in town:  - 
I Rtill was pleas'd where'er I went; 
And when I was alone, 
| I tun'd my pipe, and pleas'd myſelf 
With John of Badenyon. 


Now, in the days of youthful p 
A miſtreſs I muſt had; | ine 
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For love, they ſay, gives one an air, 

And ev'n improves the mind: 

On Phillis fair, above the reſt, 
Kind fortune fix d my eyes; 

Her 2 ſtruck my heart, 
And ſhe me my choice : 

To Cupid then, with hearty pray'r, 
I offer'd many a vow, 

And danc'd and ſung, and figh'd and ſwore, - 
As other lovers do: . 

But when at laſt I breath'd my flame, 
I found her cold as ſtone; | 

I left the girl, and tun'd my pipe 


To John of Badenyon. 
When love had thus my heart beguil'd 
With fooliſh hopes and vain, 


Jo friendſhip's port I ſteer'd my courſe, 
And laugh'd at lovers? pain: 

A friend I got by lucky chance, 
'Twas ſomething like divine; 

An honeſt friend's a precious gift, 
And ſuch a gift was mine. 

And now, whatever might betide, 
A happy man was I; 

In any ftrait I knew to whom 
I freely might apply: 

A trait ſoon came, my friend I try'd, 
He laugh'd and ſpurn'd my moan ; 

I hy'd me home, and pleas'd- myſelf 
With John of Badenyon. 


What next to do, I mus'd a while, 
Still hoping to ſucceed : 
I pitch'd on books for company, 
And gravely tried to read; 

I bought and borrow'd ev'ry where, 
And ſtudy'd night and day; | 
Nor miſs'd what dean or doQor wrote, 

That happen'd in my way. 
Philoſophy F now eſteem'd 
ny Cc The 
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The ornament of yauth, 
And carefully, thro' many a page, 

I hunted after truth 
A thouſand various ſchemes I try'd, 
And yet was pleas'd with none; 

I threw them by, and tun'd my pipe 
To John of Badenyen. 


And now, ye youngſters, ev'ry where, 
Whe want to make a how, 
Take heed in time, nor vainly hope 
For happineſs below; 
What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
Is but an empty-name ; 
For friendſhip, love, and learning deep, 
You'll find them all the ſame. 6 
Then be advis'd, and worving take, 
From ſuch a man ag me; | 
I'm neither pope nor cardinal, 
Nor one of high degree; ; \ 
You'll find diſpleaſure ev'ry where : 
Then do as I have done - 
Een tune your pipe, sud pleaſe yourſelf 
With * of Badenyon. > | 


* — 


HA wadna be in love 

Wi' bonny Maggy Lauder? 

A piper met her gaun to Fife, 
And ſpier'd what was't they ca'd her? 

Right ſcorafully ſhe anſwer'd him, 

” Wa, 1 gh you hallanſhaker ; . 
g on your gate, you bladderſkate, 
Toe name is Maggy Lauder. 


| Maggy, quo' he, and by my bags, 

| I'm fidging fain to ſee thee ; 

Sit down by me, my bonny bird, | 

4 In troth I winna ſteer thee : a bY 
| For I'm a piper to my trade, 
My name is Rob the Ranter ; 


The 


1 


The laſſes loup as they were daft 
When I blaw up my chanter. 


Piper, quo' Meg, ha'e you 2 bags, 
Or is your drone in order uy” 
If you be Rob, I'se heard of you ; 
Live you upo' the border? 
The laſſes a'“ baith far and near, 
Have heard of Rob the Ranter ; ; 
I'll ſhake my foot wi' right good-will, 
Gif you'll blaw up your chanter. 


Then to his bags he flew" with ſpeed, 
About the drone he twiſted; . 
Me up, and wallop'd o'er the green, 
For rawly cou'd ſhe frilk it. 
Weel done, quo' he; play up, quo! ſhe : 
Weel bobb'd, quo Rob the Ranter; 
It's worth my while to play indeed, 
When I ha'e lic a dancer. | 


Weel ha'e you play'd your part, quo' Meg, 
Your cheeks are like the crimſon; 

There's nane in Scotland plays ſac weel, 
Since we loſt Habby Simſon. 

I've liv'd in Fife baith maid and wife, 
Theſe ten years and a quarter; 

Gin you ſhou'd come to Anſt er fair, 
Spier ye for Maggy Lauder, 


th. 


T HERE came a young man to my daddy's door, 
My. daddy's door, my daddy's door; 
There came a young man to my daddy's door, 

Came ſeeking me to woo. 


And O but he was a braw young lad, 

A briſk young lad, and a braw young lad ! 

And vow but he was a braw young lad, 
Came ſeeking me to woo! 


C c 2 | But 
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But I was baking when he came, 
When he came me to woo 


I took him in, and ga'e him a ſcone 
To thow his frozen mou'. 


I ſet him in aſide the kink: 

And ga'e him bread and ale to drink; 

But ne'er a blyth ſtyme wad he blink, 
Until his wame was fu'. 


Gae get you gone, % you cauldrife wooer, 

Ye ſour-lookin rife wooer : | 

I ftraightway ow'd him to the door, 
Saying, Come nae mair to woo. 


There lay a duck-dub before the door, 
Before the door, before the door ; 
There lay a duck-dub before the door, | 

And there he fell, I trow. 


Out came the goodman, and high he ſhouted, 

Out came the goodwife, and low ſhe louted, 

And a' the town neighbours were BuNeria about it; 
But there lay he, I trow. 


Then out came I, and ſneer'd and mia, 

Ye came to Woo, but you're a? beguil'd ; | 

You've faun i” the dirt, and you're a“ befyl'd, 
We'll ha e nae mair o' you. 


— — 


UT are you ſure the news is true? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? 

Is this a time to think o' wark ? 

Fy, laſs, fling by your wheel. , 

| There's nae luck about the houſe, 

| There's nae luck at a'; 

| There's nae luck about the houſe 
When our goodman's awa'. 


Is this a time to think o' thrift, 
When Colin's at the door ? 


B 


— 


Rar 
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Rax me my cloak, I'll down the key, 
And ſee him come aſhore. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


. Riſe vp, and mak? a clean fire-fide, 
Put on the muckle pot; 
Gre little Kate her cotton gown, 
And Jock his Sunday's coat. 
There's nae luck, &c, 


Mak” their ſhoon as black as ſlaes, 
Their ſtockings white as ſaaw ; 
It's a' to pleaſure our goodman, 
He likes to ſee them braw. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


There are twa hens into the crib 
Ha'e fed this month and mair; 
Mak' hafte, and thraw their necks about, 
That Colin weel may fare. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Bring down to me my bigonet, 
My biſhop-ſatin gown ; 
And then-gae tell the bailie's wife, 
That Colin's come to town. - 
There's nae luck, &c. 


My Turkey-ſlippers I'll put on, 
My ftockings pearl blue; 
And a' to pleaſure our goodman,. 
For he's baith leal and true. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


dae ſweet his voice, ſae ſmooth his tongue, 


His breath's like cauler air 3 
His very tread has muſic in't, 
As he comes up the ſtair. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


And will I ſee his face again ? 
And will I hear him ſpeak ? 
des 


1 Im 
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Im downright dizzy with the joy, 
In troth I'm like to greet. 
There's nae luck, &c. 


Her pe * ſhentleman, 
Pe auld as Pothwel-prig, man ; 
An? mony alteration ſeen. 
Amang t'e Lallant Whig, man. 
Fal, lal, &c. 


Firſt when her to the Lallands came, 
Nainſell was troving cows, man; 
. There was nac laws apout hims nerſe, 
Apout te breeks or trews, man. 


Nainſell dit wear the philabeg, 
The plait prick't on her fhoulter ; 
The gude claymore hung pe her pelt, 
An' piſtol ſharg'd wi pouter. 


But tevil tak? t'eſe curſed preeks, 


Wherewith her nerſe be lockit ! = 


Ohon ! that e'er ſhe ſaw t'e day, 

For a' her houghs pe prokit. 

Every t'ing in t'e Highlands now 
Pe turnt to alteration ; 

T'e ſodger twall at our toor ſheek, 
An' t'at's t'e great vaxation. 

Scotland pe turn't an Englant now, 
Pat laws pring on t'e cadger ; 


Nainſell wad durk her for her deeds, 


Put, oh, ſhe fears Ye ſodger. + 


Anither law came after that, 
Me never faw t'< like, man; 
They mak”? a lang road on t'e crund, 
And ca him Turnimſpike, man. 


1 


An' vow ſhe pe a ponny road, 
Like Louden corn-rigs, pan; 


\ 
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Where twa carts may gang on her 
An' no preak ithers legs, man. ; 


They ſharge a penny for ilka horfe, 
In troth ſhe'll no pe ſheaper, 
For nought put gaun-upo' t'e grund, 
An' they gre me a paper. . 
They tak” t'e horſe t'en py. t'e head, 
An' Yere they mak' him ſtand, man; 
I tellt them, that I ſeen t'e day 
She had nae fic command, man. 


Nae doubts nainſell maun traw her purſe, 
An' pay him what hims like, man: 
I'll ſee a ſhugement on his toor, 
T'at filthy Turnimſpike, man. 


But I'll awa' to the Highland hills, 
Where te'il a ane dare turn her, 
And no come near her Turnimſpike, 


Unleſs it pe to purn her. 


— 


IN I had a wee houſe, and a canty yee fire, 
A bonny wee wifie to praiſe and admire, 
A bonuy wee yardy aſide a wee burn, 
Farewel to the bodies that yammer and mourn. 
And bide you yet, and bide you yet, 
Ye little ken what may betide me yet; 
Some bonny wee bodie may be my lot, 
And I'll ay be canty wi' thinking o't. 


When I gang a-field, and come hame at e en, 
Il get my wee wifie fou neat and fou clean, 
And a bonny we bairnie upon her knee, 
That will cry papa or dadda to me. 

And bide you yet, &c. 


And if there ſhou*d happen ever to be 
A difPrence atween my wee wifie and me, 


In 
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In hearty good humour, altho' ſhe be teaz'd, 
Pl kiſs her, and clap her, until ſhe be _— 
And bide you ret, &c. 


_ — 


ALAS! my ſon, you-little know 
The ſorrows that from wedlock flow go © 
Farewel to ev'ry day of eaſe, 

. When you have got a wife to pleaſe. 
Sae bide you yet, and bide you yet, | 
You little ken what's to betide you yet; 
The half o' that will gain you yet, 
If a wayward wife obtain you yet. 


Your experience is but ſmall, 
As yet you've met with little thrall ; 
The black cow on you're foot-ne'er trode,. 
. Which gars you fing alang the road. 
Sac bide you yet, &c. 


8988 the rock, ſometimes the reel, 
Or ſome piece of the ſpinning- wheel, 
She will drive at you with good : will; 
And then ſhe'll ſend you to the de'il. 
Sac bide you yet, &c. 


When I, like you, was young and free, 
J valu'd not the proudeſt ſhe : 
Like you I vainly boaſted then, 
That men alone were born to reign. 
But bide you yet, &c, 


Great Hercules, and Samſon too, 

Were ſtronger men than I or you; 

Yet they were baffled by their dears, 

And felt the diſtaff and the ſheers. 
Sae bide you yet, &c. 


Stout gates of braſs, and well-built walls, 


Are proof gainſt ſwords and canon-balls ; : 
| ut 
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But there is nought, by ſea or land, 


That can a wayward wife withſtand. 
Sae hide you yet, &c. 


3 — 


[ri 18, 1 believe, 

Next Hollantide eve, 

A twelvemonth fince firſt I began 
To hold up my head, 
In love to be read, 

And to conſtrue the looks of a man. 


Young Damon I ſaw, 
He kiſs'd me, oh la! | 
I vow thro? my boſom it ran; 
My lips he fo preſt, 
'Tis true, I proteſt, | 
I thought him a deuce of a man. 


Philander the gay 
I met at the play, 
My heart beat a furious ratan 
Becauſe you muſt know, 
I ſome time a 5 
Had hopes of his being the man. 


Briſk Strephon came next; 
But then I was vext, 
He play'd with Miſs Phillis's fan; ; 
I own, to be ſure, 
I could not endure 


To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man. 


My mother and aunts, 
Still watching my haunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do I care? 
I vow and declare, 
PII fit myſelf ſoon with a man. 


M 


Tho y 
Poor Dermot hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath ſmitten, 


For 
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Y ſweet pretty Mogg. you're as ſoft as a bog, 
And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten: 


ſe eyes in your face (O pity my caſe 1) 
ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk, 


Your lily-white hand is, your Ifly-white hand is: 
Your ſhape's like a pail ; from your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is, 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil : 
Your breath is as ſweet too as. any potatoe, 


Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville ; 


* 


When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo friſky ; 
A kiſs on your cheek (*tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek) | 

Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like whiſky, 


I grunt and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 


Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel ; 


No reſt can I take; and aſleep or awake | |, 


I dre 


am of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 


Your hate then give over ; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle! 


Or ſnuff of a candle, or 


a candle. 


Or Dermot muſt die, like a pi in a ſtye, 


r 


W 


HEN Delia's eyes transfix'd my heart 
With one reſiſtleſs glance, 


»Twas Love himſelf that aim'd the dart, 
Tho? mortals call it Chance. 


*T was at the fatal birth-night ball 
I ſaw her lead the dance ; 


(Long deaf to youth and beauty's call, 
I thither ſtroll'd by chance.) 


I ſaw her, like the queen of love, 
With graceful ſtep advance; 
She ſeem'd a partner fit for Jove, 


Had Jove been there by chance. 
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No hireling nymph that treads the tage, 
From Italy or France, 70 
Could thus my raptur d fight engage, 

As Delia did by chance. Fe 
The ſtars that in ſuch order move, 

Amidſt heav*n's wide expanſe, 
Match'd with the motions of my love, 

Might ſeem. the work of chance. 


As, when the ſpur is in his ſide, 
The fiery ſteed will prance, 

I ſtruggled long my love to hide; 
But who can ftrive with chance ? 


With wonder as I ſtood amaz'd, 
Methaught ſhe look'd afkance, 

And fmiPd upon me as I gaz'd; 
But, ah! 'twas all by chance. 


To raiſe-my ſpirits, I retu'd, 
And took a dram of Nantz ; 

But, oh, I found my breaft more fir'd 
*T'were better truſt to chance. 


As to and fro I ſtroll'd about, 
Wrapt up in amorous trance, 

I tripp*d, and fell; the nymph, no doubt, 
But ſmil'd at my miſchance. 


While thus IT Tanguiſh and look ſad, 
Like hero in romance, | 

You, lovely Delia, think me mad, 
Nor pity me, perchance. ' 


Yet for your ſake, with any knight 
That dares, I'Il break a lance— 

And if I periſh in the fight, 
Why—let me take my chance, 


Would Delia but my wiſhes crown, 
Nought could my bliſs enhance; 
Content for life, Pd fit me down, 
And bleſs this lucky chance. . 
A 


6312) 

As tinkering Tom thro? ftreets his trade did cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſling by; 

Ina duſt-cart high advanc'd the n oh was plac'd, 

With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt; 

Tom, with uplifted hands, th* occaſion bleſs'd, 

And thus in ſoothing trains the maid addreſg'd. 


O Sylvia! while you drive your carts, - 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas l is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you. 
Q, lovely Sylvia! caſe my pain, 

| Give me the heart you ſtole again. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 

She heav'd her ſwelling breal., as black as Noe, 

And look'd diſdain on little folks below; 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drove on, 

And then (reſolv'd to ſpeak) ſhe cry'd, Stop, John. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, + 
Be by a paultry crow'd oppreſs'd ? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire, 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire ; 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart. 


— — Ly — 
8 7 


YLVIA, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun, 
Sat baſking in the ſun, 

One ſtocking off, the other on : 

One ſtocking off; for why? the gentle fair 

Juſt then was minded to repair 

A breach her fragrant foot had made: 

The faithful Damon, at her fide, 

Intent the neat performance ey'd, 

And thus in plaintive numbers ſung, or ſaid: 


Nymph poſſeſs'd of ev'ry grace, 


Nice in finger as in face, 
1 See 
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See thy ſwain, all pale and ſhocking, 
Worn as thin as any ſtocking, 

Think, ah think ! on what he feels ; 
And darn a heart that's out at heels. 


Around the careleſs maid 
To mortal eyes 
Reſembling flies 
A ſwarm of buzzing cupids play'd. 
Happy inſeQs! Damon cry'd, 
ho at wanton leiſure ſip, 


Balmy bliſs to me deny'd, IS, 
On my Sylvia's pouting lip. 


See from ev'ry pore diſtils 
Liquid eſſence of the roſe; 

Pearly drops in ruby rills, 

Each exſuding feature ſhows. 


Fair Sylvia as ſhe ſat | 
| Simper'd attention underneath her hat, | 
Fond love came on apace : 
A. gracious grin 
Prolongs her chin, 
And open flew the portal of her face, 
Quick down the roſy road 
A little ſubtle god 
Explores the dark abode; 
And ſpite of all her coyneſs, all her art, 
- Pervades the ſoft meanders of her heart. 


# « 


Heigh ho, Damon ! what's come to me ? 
Damon, now's your time to woo me. 
If you woo me now, you'll win me; 
Sure, I-think, the Devil's in me. 
I can neither ſtay nor go; 
Damon, now's your time, heigh ho ! 


ä — 


REncath the ſhadows of a glimmering oak, 


Where conſcious meads in ſoft deluſion broke, 
D d And 
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And ancient murmurs, tremblingly awake, 

Repel the neighbouring coolneſs of the brake; 

Two ſwains, reclining, ſooth'd th* enamour'd tongue, 
And thus, with fragrant vows, their pipes they ſtrung. 


Strephon. In ev'ry grove the various floods combine; 
A thouſand beautics baſk upon the line ; 

The ſolemn breezes emulate the day; 

But Chloe is the ſubject of my lay. 


Corydon. Let thunder, ſick' ning, ſmile upon the ground, 
And mazy beams reflect a dawning ſound; 
Let lofty echoes on meanders throng ; 

- But Phillis is the burden of my ſong. 


Streph. Chloe's to me more fair than azure fight; 
More ſoft than heifers melting into light: 

O come, ye ſwains! and leave th* enamel'd morn; 
The moſly garlands rival your return. 


Cor. My Phillis, wond”ring, ſtrives the heat to pierce, 
And ſmiles precarious through the gay reverſe : 

Ye hills and dales that chear the verdant ſand, 

Bear me where ages float at her command. 


Streph. My love, regardleſs of the vernal main, 
Like honey, bluſhing, variegates my pain; 

And, like the bee, ſhe ſmooths the mantled green; 
Soft as the ſtars, and as the hills ſerene. 


Cor. My love is like the rural ſeats above ; 
The canopy of fate is like my love ; 

My love is like the deep, in purple dreſt, 
And all ambroſia warbles in her breaſt. 


Streph. Now tell me, Corydon, and Chloe take, 
What thing is that, by kings expell'd the Jake, 
Whoſe ziry footſteps faded as they grew, 
Produc'd in filence, yet alive in blue? 


Cor. Firſt tell me, Strephon, and be Phillis thine, 
What thing is that ſo daringly divine, | 
By reaſon feather'd, and by nature preſt, 

Refulgent, doubled, trebled, and unbleſt? 


Menalcas 


. 


Menalcat. Enough, enough ſhepherds, your delay 
Retards the fleecy partners of the ſpray; _ 

See, from yon cloud impending mirrors riſe ! 

See how the vallies wanton in the ſkies! 

From wave to wave reluctant ſhades appear, 
Revolving ſwans proclaim the welkin near, 

And aid the breathing ſurface of the year. 


* 


0 George, I've been, I'll tell you where, 


But firſt prepare yourſelf for raptures ; 
To paint my charming, heav'nly Fair, 
And paint her well, would aſk whole chapters. 


Fine creatures I've view'd many a one, 
With lovely ſhapes, and angel faces ; 
But I have ſeen them all outdone 
By this ſweet maid, at ®***** races. ; 


Her ſhape—'tis elegance and eaſe, 
Unſpoil'd by art, or modern dreſs, 
But gently tapering by degrees, 
And finely, “beautifully leſs.” 


Her foot—it was ſo wondrous ſmall, 

So thin, ſo round, ſo lim, ſo neat, 
The buckle fairly hid it all, 

And ſeem'd to fink it with the weight. 


And juſt above the ſpangled ſhoe, 

Where many an eye did often glance, 
Sweetly retiring from the view, 

And ſeen by ſtealth, and ſeen by chance: 


Two ſlender ankles peeping out, 

Stood like love's heralds, to declare, 
That all withia the petticoat 

Was firm and full, and round and fair. 


So eaſy glide her beauteous limbs, 
True as the echo to the ſound, 
She ſeems, as through the dance ſhe ſkims,. ; 
To tread on air, and ſcorn the ground. 2 2 
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And there is lightning in her eye, 

One glance alone might well inſpire 
The clay-cold breaſt of: apathy, 

Or bid the frozen heart catch fire. 


And zephyr on her lovely lips 

Has ſpread his choiceſt, ſweeteſt roſes ; 
And there his heav'nly nectar ſips, 

And there in breathing ſweets repoſes. 


And ſparkling wit, and ſteady ſenſe, 
In that fair form with beauty vie, 

But ting'd with virgin diffidence, 
And the ſoft bluſh of modeſty. 


Had I the treaſures of the world, 
All the ſun views, or the ſeas borrow, 
(Elſe may I to the devil be hurl'd) 


I'd lay them at her feet to-morrow. 


— 


1 graſs had nae freedom for growing 
Before the laſs gaed awa', 


Nor in the town cou'd there be ſtowing 


For wooers that wanted to ca*. ; 
For bouzing, and drinking, and clapping, 
— of and ſhaking a 1 n 
The town was for ever in bruilzies ; 
But now the laſſie's awa. | 
Woo'd and married an? a'—married and woo'd an' a'; 
The dandilly toaſt of the pariſh 
Is married an' carried awa'. 


But had he kend her as I do, 

His ertand it would hae been ſma'; 
She kens little o“ baking or brewing. 

Or carding, or ſpinning at a“; 
For a' her art lies in her dreſſing; 
And, wow, gin her braws were awa?, 


She'd ſoon wear out o' the faſhion, 


And knit up her muggins wi' ſtraw. | 
Woo'd and married an' a', &c, 


err 


The laſt day when I gaed to ſee her, 
O, wow ſhe was bonny and braw ; 
She cry'd to the goodman to gie her 
An ell o' red ribbon or twa: 
He up, and he ſet down beſide her 
A wheel and a reclie to ca“; ; 
She cry'd, Are ye this way to guide me? 
And out at the door and awa?. 
Woo'd and married an' a', &c. 


The neeſt road was hame to hir mother, 
Who ſpeir'd at her, How gaed a'? 
Was it for nae other reaſon 
That I was married awa', 
But to fit down to my wheelie, 
And there to wallop and ca', 
And ſyne to be rul'd by a chieldie, 
That cries for ever to draw? 
Woo'd and married an' a', &c. 


Her mother ſays to her, Hegh, laſſie, 
[ think he's the wiſeſt of twa ; 

Ye'll hae little to pit i' the pozie, 
If ye be ſae backward to draw: 

But now ye are equally yoked, 
Ye maun baith wallop. and ca'; 

As lang as ye're young ye are able, 
An' little anes and debt keep awa'. 

Woo'd and married an' a, &c. 


Then gae your way hame to your huſband 
Mair fool than when ye came awa, 
And gie us nae mair o' your daffin, 
Or yell gie the poor ladie a ſtaw. 
Hame ſhe gaed ſighing and ſabbing; 
And ſince nae better cou'd fa, 
She's &en ſitten down to her wheelie 
Without ony ribbons at a'. 
Woo'd and married an' a'“, &c. 
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WJ HEN once maſter Love gets into your head. 11 
You may go to bed, you may go to bed; 
When once maſter Love gets into your head, 
You may go to bed for life. 
You frown and you ſmile, you laugh and you cry, 
And you can't tell why, and you can't tell why ; 
You frown and you ſmile, you laugh and you cry, 
And you wiſh you were a wife. 


-Love makes ſuch a rout within and without, 

You tumble and toſs, you tumble and toſs ; 
He makes ſuch a rout within and without, 

You tumble and toſs for life. 
Your heart goes pit-pat, you're mum, and you chat, 
You can't tell for what, you can't tell for what; 
'Your heart goes pit - pat, you can't tell for what, 
And you wiſh you were a wife. 


Ly 
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O Saw ye my father, or ſaw ye my mother, 

Or ſaw ye my true love John ? 

I ſaw not your father, I ſaw not your mother, 
But I ſaw your true love John. | 


It's now ten at night, and the ſtars gie nae light, 
And the bells they ring ding dong : 

He's met wi' ſome 5 that cauſeth him to ſtay; 
But he will be here ere lang. 


The ſurly auld carl did naething but ſnarl, 
And Johny's face it grew red ; 

Yet tho? he often ſigh'd, he ne'er a word reply'd, 
Till all were aſleep in bed. 


Up Johny roſe, and to the door he goes, 
And gently tirled the pin; ; 

The laſſie taking tent, unto the door ſhe went, 

Aud ſhe open'd and let him in. 


Aud are ye come at laſt, and do I hold ye faſt? 


And is my Johny true? XI 
2 Johny true? And 
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[ have nae time to tell, but ſac lang's Ilike my ſell, 
Sac lang fall I love you. . 


Flee, flee up, my bonny grey cock, 
And craw when it is day; 


Your neck ſhall be like the bonny beaten gold, 
And your wings of the ſil ver grey. | 


The cock prov'd falſe, and untrue he was, 
For he crew an hour o'er ſoon ; 

The laſſie thought it day when ſhe ſent her love away, 
And it was but a blink of the moon. 


ANA- 
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ANACREONTIC any JOVIAL, 


HN hark away ! away to the downs ! 
The huntſman is juft gone before with the hounds; 
Sol, well pleas'd with bis lat night's nap, 
Is ſhaking his cars in Thetis's lap. 
Come, come, my boys, let's away to the joys 
Which far excel the delights of your doxies, 
This is the ſport to which we'll reſort, 
While we can find either hares or foxes. 

Fal al de ral, &c. 


Diana and her nymphs are already dreſt, 

Each with her quiver and hunting veſt; 

To follow the chace, well does ſhe know, 

Far exceeds the ſport of Cupid's bow. 

Let the fond loving fool go on if he will, 

Courting his laſs with fighs and with tears ; 

We'll hunt all the day, all night fing and play, 

And we'll outlive him by many many years. 
Fal al de ral, &c. 


But, hark! I hear. Tipſy, I'm ſure that's good; 
Ratler he hits it thorough the wood; | | 
Drunkard doubles it, ſhe's certainly gone; 
See! yonder ſhe ſcuds it over the lawn! 
Gone, gone away ! hark ! ſtole away! 
John, lay in the * with a rally ; 
Prithee why ſo faft ? not ſo much haſte; 
See how ſhe ſkulks it over the valley. 
Fal al de ral, &c. 


See, how Sportſman leads them along; 
Random excels them all with his tongue : 
Over, you dog, or I'll crack your crown; 


Sirrab, get op again, now that you're down. 


Snowball 


1 


Snowball, the way; hark, hark, the way! 
That's good, my lad, ſhe's gone over the fallow : 
Draw the hounds round, the ſheep fteal the ground ; 
What the devil makes yon footman to halloo ? 

Fal al de ral, &c. 


Hold your tongue now, don't make ſuch a rout ; 

Let them alone; they'll ſoon make it out: 

Hang that Toſſer, how he does ring! 

Twinger, war wing, war wing, war wing. 

Mounter, well hit, ſhe's gone thro? the pit: 

That's good, my lad; whip them in, you great blockhead. 

Windſor, the way; hark! hark! the way; 

That's goods my Jads hark! to Thunder and Rockwood. 
Fal al de ral, &c. 


Hold hard in, why ride you ſo faſt ? 
See, old Rally he works it at laſt ; 
She almoſt is ſpent, you may know by that : 
The hounds draw amiſs ; ſhe has certainly ſquat. 
Make good your aid; quick, quick, ſhe's dead: 
Down from your horſes, and ſave her from tearing. 
Hurrah, hurra, hurra ! hurrah, hurra, burra ! 
vee yonder they come, almoſt out of hearing. 

F al al de ral, &c. 2 


Come, my brave boys, tis glorious ſport ; 
Full two ere it is ſince we did ſtart: 
Not like the dull courſer who beats in the buſh, 
Searching all day to find out a puſs, 
Sh'es up up, ſhe's up !—ſhe's up up, ſhe's up! 
By my faith and my troth there is no pleafure in it : s | 
Halloo, halloo, halloo ! halloo, halloo, halloo ! 
Dull for an hour, and mad for a minute. 

Fal al de ral, &c. 


6 


LX Valentine's day, when bright Phoebus ſhone 


car 
I had not been hunting for more than a year; 
Taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo. 
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I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him bonnd, 
For I _ the hounds challenge, and horng ſweetly 
ound. 


Taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo, taleo. 


Hallow into covert, old Anthony cries ; 
No ſooner he ſpoke, but the fox, Sir, he ſpies; 
Taleo, &c. 
This being the ſignal, he then crack'd his whip ; 
Taleo was the word, and away we did leap. 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not a pin; 

He ſprang at the drain, but his borſe tumbled in; 
Taleo, &c. | 

And as he crept out, why he ſpy'd the old ren', 

| With his tongue hanging out, ſtealing home to his den. 

| Taleo, &c. 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as good 

As ever broke covert, or daſh'd thro? the wood; 

TLaleo, &c. \ 

Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die; 

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did cry. 
Taleo, &c. N 


The hounds they had run twenty miles now or more, 
Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and ſwore; 
. the ghoſt 
at Reynard being ſpent, ſoon muſt give up the ghoſt, 
Which will heighten our joys, when we come to each 
toaſt. Taleo, &c. | 


The day's ſport being over, the horns we will ſound, 

To the jolly fox-hunters let echo refound ; 
Taleo, &c. . 

So fill up your glaſſes, and cheerfully drink, 

To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhrink. 
Taleo, &c, | ee 


| 1 
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1 duſky night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the mora ; 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
Then to hunting let us go, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms, to make him ſtay : 
« My dear, it hails, it rains, it blows, 
« You cannot hunt to-day !”? 
But to hunting we will go, &c. 


Th' uncavern'd fox like lightning flies, 
Hig cunniog's all awake; 
To gain the race he eager tries, 
His forfeit life the ſtake !| 
When to hunting we do go, &c. 


Arous'd, e'en echo huntreſs turns, 
And madly ſhouts her joy; 
The ſportſman's breaſt, enraptur'd, burns, 
The chace can never cloy. 
Then to hunting we will go, &c. 


Deſpairing, mark, he ſeeks the tide ; 
His art can't yet prevail ; 
For ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 
His ſpeed, his cunning, fail! 
When to hunting we do go, &c. 


For, lo! his ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
The hounds arreſt his flight ; 

Then weary homewards we return, 
To drink away the night. | 
Then to drinking we will go, & 


—— 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew · drops be- 
hold : 
The lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 


And the horn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our delay. 
With 
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With the ſports of the field there's no-pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge 


But innocence till 


of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of : a court; 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

gives a zeſt to onr joy. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place; 
Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, + 


With the ſports of the field. &c. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 
And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, . 


Yet, in 


Wi 


te of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk are the bleſſings of health; 
With hounds and with horns thro? the woodland to roam, 
And, when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


OME rouſe from your trances ! 


0 


To catch ſluggiſh mortals in 
Let the horn's jocund * 
In the wind ſweetly float, 


While the fox from the brake lifts his head: 
Now creeping, RM 


The fly morn advances, - 


The fox Go the — 2 lifts his head. 
Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, oh 

Come follow, my worſhippers follow ; 

2 
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For the chace all prepare : 
See the hounds ſnuff the air! | 
Hark! bark ! to the huntſman's ſweet hallo! 


Hark Jowler, hark Rover, | | 
See Reynard break cover, i 
The hunters fly over the ground ; i 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 4 ä 
Now they dart down the lane, 2 
And the hills, woods, and valleys reſound ; 
With daſhing, LS, 
And ſplaſhing, 
The hills, woods, and valleys reſound. - 
Then away with full ſpeed, | 
Your | agg ſhall lead, ; 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow, £64 we 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate; w | 
If you ſtop, you're too late ; | | 
Hark ! hark ! to the huntſman's ſweet hallo ! 


| 
| 


HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away ; | 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 

Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in purſuing the fox ! 

O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza ! 

The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. i 


Triumphant returning at night with our ſpoil, 
Like bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, | 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 

With ſport, love, and wine; fickle fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours; 

vince life js no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ftrew the way over with | arg 


| | . E e FROM 


| 
| 
| 
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PROM the eaſt breaks the Morn, 
See the ſun- beams adorn 


The wild heath, and the mauataine * . 


The wild heath, &c. 
Shrilly opes the flaunch hohdd, 
The ſteed neighs to the faund, 
And the floods and the valley . 
And the floods, de. : 


Our forefathers, g 
+ Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount ring the hart _ the . 
By encount'ring, e. 

Ruddy health b bloom'd — face, 

Age and youth urg'd the chace, | 
And taught woodlands and 1 = ee 
And — woodlande, K*. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hills and wilds we e, 
Where the boſom of nature's N 1 
Where the boſom, &c. 

Tho' in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the. prey of the field, 
Still let ours, &c. 


With the chace full i in fight, 
Gods! how great the aaligd ght ! 

How our mental. ſenſations — ! 

Hoy our mental, &cka. 
Where is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear 


LL : - 


a3 15 


And the man's loſt in . = 


* the man's, Ke. 15 


| Now to horſe, my brave 1580 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole 3 
That anon, &c. N 

Then at eve we'll dilmount, 


* 


Toils 
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Toils and pleaſures recount, - 
And renew the chace over the bow}, 
And renew the chace, &c. 


— — 


f AM a jolly huntſman, 
My voice is ſhrill and clear, 
Well known to drive the ſtag, . 
And the drooping dogs to chear. | 
And a bunting we will go, will go, will go, 
And a hunting we will go. | 


I leave my bed betimes, 
Before the morning grey | 
Let looſe my dogs, and mount a horſe, 
And hollow, Come away ! 


The game's no ſooner rouz'd, 
But in ruſh the cheerful cry ; 

Thro' buſh and brake, o'er hedge and ſtake, 
The frighted ſtag does fly. 


In vain he flies to covert; 
A num'rous pack purſue, 

That never _ to trace his ſteps, 
Altho? they*ve loſt the view. 


There's Scentwell and Finder, 
Dogs never known to fail, 

To hit off with humble noſe, - 
But with a lofty tail. 


To Scentwell, hark ! he calls, 
And faithful Finder joins ; 

Whip in the dogs, my merry rogues, 
And give your horſe the reins. 


Hark ! forward how they go it, 
The view they'd loſt they gain ; 
Tantivy, high and low, 
Their legs and throats they ſtrain. 


E e 2 Now 
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| Now Dutcheſs hits it foremoſt, 
| Next Lightfoot leads the way, 
And Toper bears the bell ; : 
Each dog will have his day. 


T bere's Muſic and Chanter, 
Their nimble trebles try; | 

Whilft Sweetlips and Tunewell 
With counters clear reply. 


There's Rockwood and Thunder, 
That tongue the heavy baſs ; 

Whilſt Trowler and Ringwood 
With tenors crown the chace. 


* 


Now ſweetly in full cry 
Their various notes they join ; 

Gods! what a concert's here, my lads ! 
*Tis more than half divine.” 


The woods, rocks, and mountains, 
Delighted with the ſound, / \ 

To neighb'ring dales and fountains \ . 
| Repeating, deal it round. \ 


A glorious chace it is, 
We've drove him many a mile, 
O'er hedge and ditch, we go thro? ſtitch, | 
And hit off many a foil. 


And yet he runs it ſtoutly ; 
How wide, how ſwift lie Rraing ! 
With what a ſkip he took that leap, 
And ſcow'rs it o'er the plains ! 


Up yonder ſteep I ll. follow, 
"Beſet with craggy ſtones; | 
My Lord cries, Jack, you dog, come back, 
| Or elſe you'll break your bones. F 


Huzza ! he's almoſt down, 
- He begins to flack his courſe ; 
He pants for breath; Ill in at's death, 


Or elſe I'll kill wy horſe. : 
See, 
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See, now he takes the moors 
And ftrains to reach the ſtream ; 
He leaps the flood, ta cool his blood, 

And quench his thirſty flame. ' 


He ſcarce has touch'd the bank ; 
The cry bounce finely in, 

And ſwiftly ſwim acroſs the ſtream, 
And raiſe a glorious din. 

His legs begin to fail. 
His wind and ſpeed are gone; 
He ſtands at bay, and gives em play, 

He can no longer run. 


Old Hector long behind, 
By uſe and nature bold, 

In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's hold. 


He traverſes his ground, - 
Advances, and retreats; 

Gives many hound a mortal wound, 
And long their force defeats. 


He bounds, and ſprings, and ſnorts ;; 
He ſhakes his branched head ; 
'Tis ſafeſt fartheſt off, I ſee; © 
Poor Talboy is lain dead. 
Vain are heels and antlers, 
With ſuch a pack ſet round; | 
'Spite of his heart, ſeize ev'ry part, 
And fearleſs pull him down. 


Ha, dead ! ware dead !' whip off, P 
And take a ſpecial care; 


Diſmount with ſpeed, and cvt his throat,. 


Left: they his haunches tear. 


The ſport is ended now; 
We're, laden with the ſpoil: 
As home we paſs, we talk o' the chace, 
O'erpaid for all our toil. 


E e 3; 


HARK :: 


| 
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ARK! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 
Salutes the roſy riſing 8 | 
And echoes, thro' the dale; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 


The bounds, quick-ſcented, ſcow'r the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 
The Briſl, high-mettled, ſtarting ſteed, 


5 


While ardent we purſue | 
Like lightning darting o'er the plain, 
The dikant hills with ſpeed we gain, 

And ſee the game in view. | 
Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
- There pants a while for breath ; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 


Her haunt's deſcry'd, her fate is near, ; 


She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, | 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeike, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies : \ 
The diftant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo trends the ſkies. YT 


| = Gm away tis the merry-ton'd horn 


Calls the hunters all up with the mora: 


To the hills and the woodlands we fteer, 
To unharbour the out · lying deer. 


And all the day long, © 
This, this is aur ſong ?; 
Still hallo ing 45 
And following, 
Zo frolic and free; . 
Our joys know no bounds, 
While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth .are ſo happy as we. 


= 


. 
Round the woods when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hills all echo, Hillo ! 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, 


Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies. 
And all the day long, &c. | 


When we ſweep o'er the valley, or climb 

Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 

What a joy from our labours we feel! 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the day long, &c. 


At night when our labour is done, 
Then we will go hallowing home, 
With a hallo, Hallo, and a huzza ! 
Reſolving to meet the nett day. 
And all the day long, &c. 


N 


AR and hear how heroes come 
By laurel, wreaths that grace the brow, 
By following far the —_— drum, 


Which fires the heart wi a Row-dow-dow? 


When from our guns fuch clouds ariſe, 
To find the foe we ſcarce ſee bow, 
A ready guide the drum ſupplies, 
When it ſounds tothe charge with a Row-dow-dow! 


At Agincourt, the French, ſecure, 
_ Captive to lead our king did vow ; 

But Henry ruſh'd, their pride to cure, 
And return'd their ſcoff with a Row-dow-dow ! 


Where Abram's tow'ring Heights ariſe, 
Brave Wolfe undaunted climb'd the brow, 
And ſtruck his foes with wild ſurpriſe,” : 
Whea they heard the Britiſh Row-dow-dow ! 


Then come, in martial glory ſhare, 
Your king, your country, call you now; 
Your father's name with honour bear, 


E conq'ring flill with a Row-dow-dow ! 


COME 


—— — SS Woo ̃ — — — — —— 
= 
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8 puſn the boul about: 
In that we'll drown alt care, my bebe 3 ; 
Drink deep, and drink it out. 
| The liquor's ſound ;. | 
| Toill raiſe your ſpirits bigher, boys, 
To fight, kill, or wound: 
| May we ſtill be found, 

Rejoicing in our fate, my boys, 

On ſea, or ground. 


Why, meſſmates, why 7. 
Should we be melancholy, boys ? 
Why, meſſmates, Why, 
Decreed to live or die? 
| What flinching ? fie ! 
| Damn care, dri 4 — be jolly boys, 
Tis he, you, or ö I. | 
Cold, hot, wet, or Fa | 
We're always bound to follow, boys, 7 
And ſcorn to fly. 


Let fate decide; 1 1 
I mean not to upbraid ye, boys: FF 
Whate'er betide, 
No ſailor ſhall complain; 
Should next-broadfide, 
Send us to him that made us, boys, 
We're free from pain; | 
But if we remain, 
A bottle and kind laadladyx 
Cure all again. 


f . - 5 - * 


py =... | 


rms oa lailor plovghs the main, 
A competence in life to =— i 

Undaunted braves the ftormy 

To find at laſt content and eaſe ; 3 

In hopes, when toil and danger's oer, 

To anchor on his native ſhore. | 

5 / When 


3 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 

And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; © 
Tho? dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 

Still flatt'rin wafts him home, 

In hopes, when tot] and danger's o'er, 

To anchor on his-native ſhore. | 


When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt, | 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore. 


1 


LOW high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The main-maſt by the board, 
My heart with thoughts of thee, my dear, 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſea, 
In hopes, on ſhore, 
To be once more 
Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft while mountains high we 8% | 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roaring from below, 
Shall my ſignal be 
. To think on thee; 
And this ſhall be my ſong, 
Blow high, blow low, &. 


And on that night, when all the crew 
The mem'ry of their former lives, 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, | 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives, 
I' heave a figh, and think on thee ; 
And as the ſhip rolls through the ſea, 
The burden of my ſong ſhall be, 
Blow higb, blow low, &c. 


* 


YE 
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YE frolickſome ſparks of the game, 
Ye miſers, both wretched and 0%, 
Comg liſten to Billy by name, 
Who once had bis bat full of geld, 
With ſevenſcore acres of land, 
Of corn and cattle great ſtore ; 
Tho? now I have none at command, 
Yet ſtill I'm as gay as before. 
Then why ſhould we quarrel far riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys? 
ho light heart and a thin pair of breeches 
Go thorough the world brave, boys! 


My father was cloathed in leather, 

+ My mother in ſheep's ruſſet grey; 

They labour'd in all . of wegther, 
That I might go gallant and gay. 

My rapier, hat mounted with feather, 
A heart too as light as a cork! 

What my old dad had rak'd up together 

Pe hand all abroad with my * \ 

Then why, &c. b 


The merchant, who trades on 1 "DR 
For riches, you very well know, 
Can never be much at his eaſe, * 
When bluſtering tempeſts do blow. 
His happineſs can be but ſmall, | 
For fear of ſome terrible news; 
But he that has nothing at all 
Hath little or nothing to loſe. 
Then why, ke. 


Should they make me a juſtice of peace, 
An alderman, ſheriff, or may'r, 
With riches my cares would increaſe, 
And drive ule quite into rn 

I love to be jovial and free, 

And quite unconcern'd in the fate; 

My mind js a kingdom to me ; 

There's danger in being too great. 

Then why, &c. 


8 


My fortune is pretty well ſpent, 
My lands, my cattle, and corn; 
Yet I am as full of content 
As e'er I was fince I was born. 
I ner will be troubl'd with wealth, 
My pockets are drain'd very dry; 
I walk where I pleaſe for my health, 
And never fear robbing, not I. 
Then why, &c. 


Some ſay that old care kilPd the cat, 
And ſtarv'd her for fear ſhe ſhould die 
But I will be wiſer than that 
For the devil a care I'll come nigh ; 
But to toſs off the jolly full bowl, 
To drive away ſorrow and ſtrife 
Here's a health to that honeft brave ſoul 
Who never took care in his life. 
Then why, &c. | 


HO pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
: Who roams o'er the watery main 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, + | 
But cheerfully ſpends all his — 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true;: 
And would not commit a.baſe action 
For power or profit in view. , 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys? 
A light heart, and a thin pair of breeches, 
Go thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding ; 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 


And mountainous billows affright, 
I | No 
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= No grandeur or wealth can avail us, - _. - 
But at dalle induſtry ſteers right. 1 
Then why, &c. . TWIT 4.4 


The courtier's more ſubje& to dangers 

Who rules at the helm-of the ſtate, 2 
Than we, that, to politics ſtran N 2 
Eſecape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of unture, 

In various nations we try; 
No mortals than us can be G reater, 


at. 


„ 88 1 


Who merrily live till we | 
Then wy Kc. | 


9 
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| : JOLLY true blues of the main, 
Well ſkilled in heaving the Iog, 
Attend to a ſailor's robgh ſtrain, a 
Who ſings of your favourite grog. | 
For grog is the liquor of life, \ | 15 
The « Flight of each true Britiſh tar 
It baniſnes ſorrow and firife, -, - | 
And ſoftens the hargſhips of war. hy i 1 
His vineyards the monſieurs may boaſt, 
And delight in the ſoup of a frogg | 
But too ſoon he ſhall find to his co | 


That claret muſt yield to good gg. 9 1 
For grog is the, &. | 4 | 


Each Saturday night that revolve, 1 
My meſflmate he gives me a jog ; 
To the wife or the theart he loves, \ 


He takes off a can of good grog 
For grog is the, &c. OY ig | A 


If Jove ſhould as whilom deſcend, 
Of ſome female mortal a-gog, If"; a 2 
His nectar he ſurely would mend, | 
By mixing his liquor with grog. | 8 
For grog is the, &c. hit; 


1 


I beard an Hibernian declare, 
By Saint Patrick, tho? born in a bog, 
That while he could ſee with an ear, 
No wine he would drink except grog. 
For grog is the, &c. | 


No danger our hearts can diſmay, * 

No terror we feel from a flog; : | 

For what is a dozen a-day, q | 

To a double allowance of grog? | 
For grog is the, &c. : | 


Now war is declar'd let's advance ; 

May the flincher be hang'd like a dog ; 
Who ſtrikes to Spain, Holland, or France, 
Is a ſtranger to freedom and grog. 

For grog is the, &c. 


— 


_ th. 1 — — 


ROM plowing the ocean and thraſhing Monſieur, 
In old England we're landed once more ; 
Your hands, my brave ſhipmates ; halloo, boys, what 
For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ? [cheer 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought*to ſcar us, no doubt, 
And to cut us and flaſh us—Morblieu! 
But hold there, avaſt ! they were-plaguily out; 
We have flic'd them and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence know, 
Von invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 
The lion may rouſe when he. kears the cock crow, 

But fhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, | 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; | 

And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A ſea-faring ſpark if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering pyptcs look to't, | 
Sound bottoms they'll find us ia ev'ry reſpeR, 


And our pockets well laden to boot. 
Ff The 
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The landmen, mayhap, it the wey of difcourſe, \ 
F Have more-art to perſuade; end the like; . Rn 


But ware thoſe fait colours; For better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to firike. 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 


- 


Of no power, no faction afraid: % 
May Britaig's proud flag {till exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay d. | H. 
No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm : | | 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe ſail : Or 
No ignorant pilots e'cr fit at the helm, adde : 
Or her andhor of liderty fail. W 


: 


= 
1 inn 1 — ———— 


HAE England, Old England, for glory renown'd, 
In arms, as in arts, ſo tranſcendently crown'd ; 
Tis thine, firi to hohout, wo treuiies to break; : H. 
Tis thine to revenge, when that honours at ſtake: 
Then now rouze, ye brave, draw the ſword, point the later, 
And bid the bold catinon hurl thunder te Frunce. 
Huzza! huzza! huzza! O ye Britons! to conqueſt pur- 
For the trumpet of vi&'ry's upliſted for you. (Tae: 


Hark ! Truth fpeaks already, oar heroes prevail; | 
The rous'd Englith lion m Gallia turn pale: 
Thy cunning, O France! its own fate will decree: 
Surceſs, lo! dawns on us by land and by ſea: * 
And wide o'er the main ſhall the Britiſh flag fly, 
To force that ſubmiſſion which pride would deny. Th 
Huzza, &c. 


Britannia rejoices your ardour to ſee ; 

My ſons, fight, ſhe cries, tis for freedom and me; 
Tho? Gallic ambition alliance explore, Wa 
You've conquer d them now, whom you've conquer'd 

| before: | | 
And triumph theſe traths to «ll nations ſhall ing 
The ocean is George's, and George is our king. Th 


Huzza, &. 0 . 
WHEN 
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HEN tis ni ight, and the wid- watch is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main, 
Then ſailors think of their far diftant hame, 
And of thoſe friends the ey ne er may ſee again. 
Bur when the fi ght*s began, 
Each ſerving at 1 gun, 
Should any thought of them come o'er our mind, 
We think, but ſhould the day be won, 
How *twill cheer their hearts to hear, 
That their old companion he was one. 


Or, my lad, if-you a miſtreſs kind 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who mafly a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And fighs to think how it may fare with you 
O, when the fight's begun, | 
Each ferving at t bls gun, 
Shou'd any thought of hers come o'er your mind, 
Think only, ſhou'd the day be won, 
How 'twill chear her heart to hear 
That her own true ſallor he was one, 


uh d 
— c-___——OHQO_—_ODD_ 
= 


(CCHEERLY, 7 hearts, of courage true, 
The hour's at band to try your * 
A glorious peril waits for you, 
And valour pants to lead you forth. 
Mark where the enemy's colours fly, boys; 
There ſome muſt conquer, fome muſt die, bonds 
| But that »ppals not you nor me; . 
For our watch-word it ſhall be, 


Britons, ſtrike home | revenge your country's wrong ! 


When rolling miſts their march ſhall hide, 
At dead of night a choſen, band, 
Liſt'ning to the daſhing tide, 
With Gent ſtep fhatf rint the ſand, 
Then where the Spaniſh colours fly, boys, 
We'll ſcale the walls, or bravely die, boys; 
Ff 2 For 
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For we are Britons bold and free, 
And our watch-word it —_ de, | 
Britons, ſtrike home, &c. 


The cruel Spaniard then too late, 
- Diſmay'd, ſhall mourn the avenging blow ; 
Yet, vanquiſh'd, meet the milder fate, 
ich mercy grants a fallen. foe. 
Thus ſhall the Britiſh banners fly, boys, 
On yon proud turrets rais'd on high, boys: 
And while the gallant flag we ſee, 
We'll ſwear the watch-word till ſhall be, 
Britons, — _—_— Ae. | 


—_ a 


— 1 — — — 


L is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure 

Fill up all the various meaſure, | 

See the crew in flannel jerkins, 

Drinking, toping flip by firkins: 
And as they raiſe the tip \ 
To their happy lip, \ 

On the deck is heard no other ſound, 

But, Prithee, Jack, prithee, Dick, 

Prithee, Sam, prithee, Tom, 

Let the cann go round. | 


Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whiltle, 4 


Then hark to the boatſwain's whiſtle, whiſtle ; 
Buſtle, buftle, buſtle, brave boys ; 
Let us ftir, let us toil, 
But let's drink all the i ; 
For labour's the price of our joys, 


For labour's, &c. 


Life is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure 
Fill up all the* various meaſure ; | 
Fark, the crew with ſun-burat faces, 
. Chanting black-ey'd Suſan's graces ; 
And as they raiſe the notes, 
Throꝰ their ruſty et 
On the deck, &c. 


05 
| 


6341) 


Life is chequer'd—toil and pleaſure 

Fill up all the various meaſure: | 1 

Hark, the crew, their cares diſcarding, 

With huſsle-cap, or with chuck-fartbing. - 
Still in a merry pin, | 
Whether they loſe or win, 

On the deck, &c.,  _ 


. - A 


e I A 


— 


W he tax only rich folks, I won'd not much care ; 
But he's taxed the poor, who have little to ſpare, 
Which makes them to cry out baith late and early, 
O gin Lord North wou'd tax booly and fairly! 
Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly, 
O gin Lord North wou'd tax hooly and fairly! 


He's tax'd a' we gi' out and a' we get in, ; 
Our meat and our drink, down to good Holland gia, 
Which comforts the heart of a man ſae rarely: 

O gin Lord North, &c. 


He has tax'd a' we ſee, and he's tax'd a' we handle, 
Our cards and our dice, and our ſales by the candle: 
He lives weel himſel', while we live but barely; 

O gin Lord North, &c. * 


Our houſes are now tax'd as well as our land; 

Nay, they talk of a tax on the dames of the ſtrand; 

Whichne'er wou'd ha'e been in the days of King Charlie: 
O gin Lord North, &c. | | 


I'm north of the Tweed, nay, I'm north of Dundee; 

But indeed this Lord North is too far north for me: 

He's weel clad himſel', while he gars me gang barely; 
O gin Lord North, &c. 8 


I'll tell all my countrymen when I gang hame, 
That South's not in fault, it is North that's to blame; 
Frae North blaws the blaſt that diſtreſſes ſo ſairly : 

O gin Lorth North, &c. | | 


F f 3 COME, 


n 


ME, ye lads who wiſt to ſhine AV: To 
Bright in future pf | An 
Haſte to arms, und ſorm the line 3.282 But 
That leads to martial glory t | An 


Charge the muſket, point the Jance, 

Brave the worſt = dangers 4 | 
Tell the bluſt'ring ſons of France, An 
That we to fear are ftrangers. 


—— An 
Britain, when the lion's rouz'd, A Fre 
: And ber flag is renri 89 "2 | 4 An 
Always finds ber ſons difpoe'd 
To drub the foe that's dariag. Wi 
Charge the muſket, &e. | — 
Hearts of oak, with fpeed advance, - \ Po. 
| Pour your naval thunder as.» No 
On the trembling ſhoreg of France, F MM Ca 
And Rrike the world with wonder. wn 
Charge the muſket, &c. | | 1 
Honour for the brave to ſhare \ Th 
Is the hobleſt booty 3 "MY. | An 
Guard your coaſt, protect the fairs, W} 
For that's n ;Briton's duty. | ' My 
Charge the muſket, &. 128 My 
What if Spain, to take their parts, 8 Sor 
Form a baſe alliance z © WI 
All unite, add Engliſh hearts WI 
May bid the world defiance. | Th 
Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, WE My 
© Manly and ugited; _ "KS W. 
Danger face, maintain your 3157 2 An 
Aid lee your eobatry righted. Th 
1 > NWS 8 Fot 
— — Th 
An 


5 8 | mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 
Some to White's run for play, ſome to Batſon's for 
news; | fy go 

mT * 0 
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To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 
And ſome triflerg delight to henr Nichols's noiſe : 
But ſuch idle amuſements I'l] carefully ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Phoebus has finiſh'd his ſummer's career, 

And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care; 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt-home, 
And, their labour's being o'er, are at leiſure to roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, | 
And I range o'er the fields with my dogs and my gun. 


When my pointers around me attentively fland, 

And none dares to ſtir but the dog I command; | 
When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down my bird, 
I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I repair, 
And I bruſh thro? the thickets devoid of all care; 
There I exerciſe freely my levelling fill, | 

And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bay often fill; 
Wherever | find then, their fate they can't ſhan, 

My dogs are ſo ſure, and fo fatal my gun. 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under command ; 
Some range at a diſtance, aud ſome hunt at band: 
When a woodcock they flaſh, or a pheaſant they fpring, 
With heart-cheering notes, how they make the wo 


Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, (ring! 


My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſports of the day, 
And, ſpread o'er the table, my conquer'd ſpoils lay; 


Then I think of my friends, aud to each ſend a part ; 


For my friends to oblige, is the pridg of my heart. 
Thus the vices of town, nad its folliee, I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confige to my dogs and my gun. 


-COME, 


— 
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COME, gie's a ſang, the lady ery'd, 


And lay your diſputes a? afide ; 
What ſigniſies't for fouks to chide 
1 One done before them ? 

t ig and Tory a' a * 
Whi and Tory, Whig — Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory a agree, 
To drop their whip- meg - morum: 
Let Whig and Tory a' agree 
To ſpend this night wi? mirth and glee, 
And cheerfu” fing alang wi“ me 

The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Tullochgorum's my delight, 

It gars us a“ in ane unite ; 

And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite. 
In conſcience I abhor him. 9 

Blithe and merry we's be a', | 

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 


. Blithe and merry we's be a, 


\ 


To mak' a cheerfu? On: | 
ea, _ . 


Blithe and merry we's 


As lang's we ha e a breath to draw, 


And dance, till we be like to fa, 
The reel of Tullochgorum. | 


There needs. na' be ſac great a phraſe, 


Wi' dringiog dull Italian lays ;. 


Jwadua' gi'e our. ain Strathſpeys 
For half a hundred ſcore o“ em: 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Douff and dowie, douff and dowie, 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Wi' their variorum: 


They're douff and dowie at the beſt, | 
Their allegros, and a? the reſt,  * 


And canna* pleaſe a Highland taſte,. 
Compar'd wi? Tullochgorum. | 


Let warldly minds themſels oppreſs, 
Wi' feer of want, and double ceſs, 


e 
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And blly ſauls themſels diſtreſs, 


Wi' keeping up decorum: 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky ſit, 
Sour and ſulky, four and ſulky, 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum? 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky fit, . 
Wi' neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna' riſe to ſhake a fit 

At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May choiceſt bleſſings till attend 
Each honeſt-hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end, 

Be a? that's good before bim 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Peace and plenty, peace-and plenty, 
* peace and plenty be his ot, 

nd dainties a great ſtore o- em! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unſtain'd by any vicious blot ; 
And may he never want a groat, 


That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be oppreſſion's tool, 
May envy gnaw his rotten ſoul, 
And blackeſt fiends devour him! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dole and ſorrow, dole and forrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And hone(t ſouls abhor him! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a' the ills that come frae France, 
Whae'er he be, that winna dance 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


— — 


Mu, learn your lives to meaſure, = 


Not by length of time, but pleaſure; 
l Now 
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Now the hours invite, comply; 
While you idly pauſe, they fly: 
 -Bleft, a nimble pace they keep; 
But in torment, then they creep. 


Mortals, learn your lives to meaſure, 
Not by length of time, but pleaſure : 
Soon your ſpring mult have a fall ; 
Lofing youth, is lofing all. 
Then you'll aſk, but none will give, 
And may linger, but not hve. 


1 
1 
4 
4 
F 
4 
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8 
\ 
HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 8 
And friendſhip's a jewel we feldom can meet: 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that, in fearching around, ] 
This ſource of content is fo rare to be found. 
O friendſhip ! thou balm and rich fweetner of life, 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife? — 
Without thee, alas ! what are riches and pow'r, 


But empty deluſions, the joys of an hour. : 
How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, To 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend! An 
Our joys when extended will always increaſe, Ma 
And griefs when divided are huſh'd into peace: An 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crowds will appear, Wi 
Their kindneſs to offer and friendſhip fincere ; | 
Yet change but the proſpect, and men out diftreſs, At 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. . EK od 
CALI i 5 | . 
| 14 Ten — cect An 


89 Plato, Why ſhould man be vain ? W:. 
If bounteous beav'n bath made him great, : 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain 


On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? - 
Caa coltly robes, or beds of down, ? 
Or all the gems that deck the fair ; 
Can all the glories of a crown el Wi 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of cure? An 
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The ſceptred king, the burden'd ſlave, 
The humble and the: haughty, die ; 
The rich, the poor, the bale, the brave, 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. | 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reft, 
Who once the greateſt titles bore ; 
Their wealth and glory are bereft, 
And all their honour is no more. 


So flies the meteor through the ſkies, 

And ſpreads along a gilded train; 

When ſhot, tis gone, it's beauty dies; 
Diffolv'd to common air again. 

So 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, * | 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ; 

Let's crown our joy with flowing bowhk ; 
For when Jove calls, we muſt obey. 


— — — — ä — 


I le to be old, as I find I ge down, 7 Y 
My fate may it be in a fair country town, | . 
To have a watm houſe, with a ſtone at the gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 
May I govern my paſſion with an abſolute way, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. | 
A ſhady grove mgh, and a murmuring brook, 
With the actoiky. ig frond whereon I may look, 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or file, 
And an eaſy pad - uag to ride ont a mate. 
May I govern, ke. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and two or three more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, no ven'ſon or teal, 
And clean, tho? coarſe linen, at every meal. 

May I govern, &c, 


With a pudding on Sundays, with Rout kummiog liquors 
And remnants of Latin to puaale the vicar ; | mt 
| oY | : 
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With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the king's bealth as oft as * dne. 
May I gorern, ke. HU 


Tho' I care got for riches, may I nof be lo poor, 
That the rich without ſhame cannot enter my door ; 
May my company pleaſe them, and may they delight 
My old ſtories to hear in a long winter's night. 

May I govern, Ke. | | 


My ſmall ſtock of wit may I not 'milapply, 
To flatter ill men, be they ever fo high; _ 
Nor miſpend the few moments I teal from the grave, 
In fawning or cringing, like a 2 or a llave. 
May I govern, Ke. 


May none whom I love, to ſo creat riches riſe,. | 
As to ſlight their acquaintance, and thei old. friends 
deſpiſe ; | | 
So low or ſo high may nne 
As to move either pity or envy in me. 
May I govern, &. N25 


Wich a epurage undaunted, may I. face 1 my laſt day ; 
And when I am dead, may the better ſort ſay, 

In the morning when oder in the evening when mellow, 
He's gone, and bas left not behind bim 1 fellow. | 
For he govern'd, &c. 


— 
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LX the philolophie wile. ala 
Preach up rules the gay deſpiſe ; 

Let the When Bob We > 
: Cenfure follies of the age; 

| Yet while briſk the vital tide, | 12 
Pleaſure, thou ſhalt'be my guide: 
Live, oh goddeſs ! live wit we, | 
All in dear variety. Ha: 


Dwell thou, love, W. my breaſt, 
Juſt enough to make me bleſt; 


Let * weets inceſſant ſpring, 674% | 
Ss; | But 
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But protect me from the ſting ; 
Be the paſſion unconfin'd, | 
Under no reftraint the mind ; 

But like birds, as fond and free, 
Pleas'd with dear variety. 


Keep, oh Plutus! all thy wealth, 
Give me competence and health : - 
Care ſurrounds the miſer* hoard ; 
Pain attends the ſpendthrift's board. 
Bacchus, in thy roſy bowl, 
Let me flake my thirſty ſoul ; 

But let reaſon wait on thee, 


Reaſon prompts variety. 


Life on wings of joy ſhou'd haſte; 
Gloomy thoughts the minutes waſte ; 
We ſhou'd baniſh care and fear, 
Fate predeſtines all things here. 

Hail to friendſhip, beauty, wine, 
Theſe make tranfent life divine; 
May they ever live with me, 

All in dear variety. 


U 


1 


1 


Old 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 


Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent ſtand. 


My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule: 

No brow noffere muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Care, begone! here ſadneſs is a fin, 


Tell me not the joys that wait 


A 


On him that's-learn'd, on him that's great ; | 


Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe, 
Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe. 


The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 


Me their friend and fav'rite own; 
I was born for them alone. 
| G g 


Bus'neſs 


- 
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Bus*neſs, title, pomp, and fate, © 
Give 'em to the fools I hate ; 

But let love, let life; be mine, 

Bring me women, bring me wide; 
Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones lay: 
Gaily let the migutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love and joy: 
So ſhall love, ſhall. life, be mine ; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


— — = —— 


- 


Let the winds that murmur, ſweep | 


=. 4 m 


X7 HEN I drain the rofy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates wy ſoul z 

To the Nine I raiſe my ſoog, 

Ever fair and ever young. 


When full cups my cares expel 
Sober counſels, then farewet : 


All my ſorrows to the deep. | 


When I drink dull time away, 


Jolly Bacchus, ever Baſs 4 
eads me to delighful bowrs, 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs. 


When I quaff the ſparkling wide, 


And my locks. with roſes twite ; 


Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 


Sweet, tequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I fink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt 8 flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymph detain; 


Venus then inſpires the ſtrain. : 


When from goblets deep and wide | 


Gameſome with the young and gay. 


I exhauſt the generous tide, 
All my ſoul unbends—1 play 


When 
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When the foaming bowl I drain, 
Real bleſſings are my gain ; 
Bleſſings which my own I call: 
Death 18 common to us all. 


* ad Al ERS 241 ae ts. ths, Me, nn n — 
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mung 3 eaſe for ſtate, 

And fondly aim at grow 5 

Let me (with roſy eh 

Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, 

The grapes neQtarevus juices F 

Alternate fing, and love, and laugh. 

Already ſee the purple juice 

Reſplendent o'er my check diffafe : 
A ſecond youth! — Again, the bowl 

With warm deſires inflames my ſoul. 


uickly, ab quickly ! muſt I leave 
The joys which wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 
And mingle with my parent earth, 
Where kings, diveſted of their ſtate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate. 


Let then the preſent hour be mine, 

Bleſt in the joys of love and wine : 

Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 

And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 4 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 

While the genial bowl inſpires 

Soft delight and gay deſires, 


a a _ _ * —_— — — 


Ithin x cool and pleaſant ſhade, 
By myrtles and by poplars made, 
I fit where roſes round me twine, 
And laughing Cupid brings me wine ; 
G g 2 His 


——— — 
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His looſely · * arments yd 
With reeds pluck'd from the ver de. [4 
The moments ſwiftly fly, I feel, | 
Quick-whirling like a chariot: wheel; 

And when a few fleet years are paſt, 
Life gone, we turn to duſt at laſt. 

Say, why ſhould we anoint the dead, 

Or why ſweet. flow'rs around them ſpread ? 
Why pour libations on their tomb? 

"Tis liquor waſted: rather come, 

And pour on me the oiutment; brin 

The roſe, and all the flow'rs that ſpring 
Around us wild; and bring to me 


A laſs that's pretty, kind, and free; 


For I'm reſolv'd, before I 


To Plutus and the realms below, 


To caſt my ev'ry care away, 
Laugh and be « happy, while 1 412 


— — * * 
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F the treafur'd gold could gire 
Man a longer tezm to live, 
I'd employ my utmoſt care 
Still to keep, and ſtill to ſpare ; | | 
And, when death approach'd, wou'd ſay, | y. 


Take thy fee, and walk away. f a ”T 
But fince riches cannot fave | Fe 
Mortals from the gloomy grave, If 
Why ſhou'd I myſelf deceive, l Is 4 
Vaialy figh, and vainly grieve? _ - A 
Death wil ſurely be my lot, | Th 
Whether I am rich or not. © G 
Give me freely while I lire 
* Generous wines, in plenty give A 
Soothing joys my life to cheer, | — 
Beauty Lind, and friends fincere ; B 


Happy, could I ever fing 
Friends fincere, and n kind. 


* 
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L that works our won 
Not to love, is painful too: | 

But, alas, the greateſt pain | | 
Waits the love that meets diſdain” + 61 
What avails ingenuous worth, | AE; 
Sprightly wit, or noble birth? * 
All — virtues uſeleſs prove; i 
Gold alone engages love, 


May he be completely curſt, 

Who the ſleeping miſchief firſt 

Wak'd to life, and, vile before, 

Stamp'd with worth the ſordid ore. 

Gold produces civil-jars, es ng 
Murders, maſſacres, and wars :. - 

But, the worſt effect of gold. 

Love, alas L is bought and ſold. 


A 


Math. 
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Y temples with cluſters of grapes L'Il entwine, 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 

But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why thus reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 

'Tis folly, with ſpirits like mine, to deſpair ; 

For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of. ſome favourite laſs ? 


Tis woman whoſe charms ey'ty rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart ; 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
. Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound: of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens; well pleas'd, from her ſhed ; 
While age, in an ecſtaſy, hobbling along, 

Beats time-with his crutch to the tune of her. ſong. 


G g 3 Then 
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Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 

The largeſt and deepeſt that Rands on the beards 
Pl fill up. a brimmer, and drink to the fair; | 

*Tis the thirſt of a lever, and 1 i 


A— 


p_ „curious, are fy 

Drink with me, an drink as I, 
Freely welcome to m 
Could'ſt thou fip, nod pk fip it up ; 
Make the moſt of life you may 1 

Life is ſhort, and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, - 
: Haſt'niog quick to their decline ; 
 Thine's a ſummer, ming no more, 
Tho? repeated to threeſeore: 
Three ſcore ſummers, when they're gone, 
Will appear as ſhort as ne. | 


* 
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| BY the pally 2 glaſs 
We cas {ce how minutes pas: 
By the hollow caſk we're told 
How the waining night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day | 
Drives us from our ſports away. 
| What have we with day to do? 


Sons of care ! twas made n 10 


1 
| 
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ner Cato FOR moſt ed wi is, 


Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play; 


To mingle fweet pleaſure with ſearch after treaſure, 
Indulging at night fop the toils of the day. - 


And while the dull mifer eſteems himſelf wifer, 


His bags to increaſe, while bis health muſt decay "AN 


'T 
It 
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Our ſouls we enlighten, gur fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long evenings is pleaſure away. 

All cheerful and hearty, we ſet afide party, 
With ſome tender fair each bright bumper is crown'd ; 

Here Bacchus invites us, there Venus delights vs, 
And care in an ocean of claret is drown'd. 


See there's our phyſician, we know no ambition; 
For where there's good wine and good company found, 
Thus bappy together, in ſpite of all weather, 
'Tis ſunſhine and ſummer with us the year round. 


% 


B ſorrow, let's drink and be merry, boys; 
Time flies ſwiftly, to-morrow brings care: 
Wou'd ye believe it, wine will reheve 
Drink will deceive it, and drown deſpair. 
For the joys of wine are found in. poſſeſſing ; 
Its juice divine is, mankind's greateſt bleſſing : 
The glaſs is thine—Drink; there's no exceſs in 
A bumper or two with ſuch cheerfal friends. © 


Tis wine that gives ſtrength when nature's exhauſted, 
Heals the ſick man, frees the flaye ; 
Makes the proud humble, and the ftout tumble; 
Exalts the meek; and makes cowards brave. 
For the joys of wine, &c. | 


'Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly forrow ; 
Then who wou'd refuſe the pleafing taſk ? 
It ſweetens ſaciety, eaſcs anxiety ; 
Hang dull ſobriety bring tother flaſk. 
For the joys of wine, &c. 


FILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and worldly eares deſpiſe ; 
Thinking ne'er can bring relief, 


Joys from drinking will arife. 


6 3356 ) 


Why ſhould we with enzious care ebe t! 


Spoil what nature's made ſo fair ?; 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt ; 


. Of a bad bargain make the beſt. $4 92 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honours do aſpire; 


_ Give. me freedom, give me health, 


That's the fum of my defire: 


What this world can more preſent, 


Would not add to my content. 
90 drink, &c. | | 


Buſy minds we Know, alas! 

ith imaginations run; 

Like the ſand in the hour-glaſs, 
Turns and turns, and ftill runs on; 

Never knowing where to ſtay, 

Still uncafy every way. 
So drink,” c-. 

Mirth, when mingled with. our wine, 

Makes the heart alert and free; _ 

Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, ö 

Still the ſame thing tie, to me. 

There's no ſtriving Bainſt our fate, 


Dangers daily on us wait. \ 
Then drink, &c.. * TITRE 


_ 


. 
— 
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HE thirſty earth ſucks up the ſhow'rs 
Which from his urn Aquarius pours ; 
The trees, which wave their boughs profuſe, 
Imbibe the earth's prolific juice ;. | 


The fea,” in his prodigious cup - 


Drinks all the rain and rivers up: 


The ſun too thirſts, and ſtrives to drain 
The ſea, the rivers, and the rain; 
And, nightly, when his courſe is run, 
The merry moon drinks up the ſun. 


6357) 
Then give me wine; and tell me why, 
My friends, ſhould all things drink but I: 


KP} — —— 


OOK up to Pentland's tow'ring tap, 
Buried beneath great wreaths of ſuaw, 
O'er ilka cleugh, ilk ſcar and flap, | 


As high as ony Roman wa”. 


Driving their baws frae whins or tee, 

There's now nae gowfer to be ſeen, 

Nor douſſer folk ng a: jee | 
The byaſt bouls on Tamſon's green. 


Then fling on coals, and ripe the ribs, 
And beek the houſe baith but and ben; 
That mutchken ſtoup it hads but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. 


Good claret beſt keeps out the cauld, 
And drives away the winter ſoon; 
It makes a man baith gaſh and bauld, - 
And lifts bis ſaul ayond the moon. 


| Leave to the gods your ilka care, 
If that they think vs worth their while; 
They can a rowth of bleſſings ſpare, 
Which will our faſhious fears beguile. 


For what they have a mind to do, 
That will they do, ſhould we gang wood; 

If they command the ſtorms to blaw, 
Then upo' fight the hailſtains thud. 


But ſoon as ere they cry, Be quiet, 
The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 
But covr into their caves, and wait p 
The high command of ſupreme Jove. 


Let neiſt day come as it thinks fit, 

The preſent minute's only ours ; 
On pleaſure let's employ our wit, 
And laugh at fortune's feckleſs pow'rs. 


| 
; 
þ 
1 
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I Cannot eat but little meat, 
My ftomach is not 1 


But fure I think, that I can drink 


Wich him that wears n hood. 
Tho' I go bare, take you no care, 
I nothing am a-coldez; 


I ftuife my ſkin fo full within, 


Of jolly good ale and olde. 
\ cke and fide 
Both foot 


bare, go bare, 
hand go colder ; 


- But, belly, God ſend thee good ale enovghe, 


Whether it be new or 1 


I love no roft, but a nut-browne toſte, 


And a crab laid ia the fire ; 
A little bread ſhall do me ſtead, 
Much bread I aoght deſire. 


No froſt, no ſaow, no winde, I trow, 


Can hurt me if I wolde, 


I am fo wrapt, and rages e N 


With jolly good ale and olde. 
Backe and fide, &c. 


And Tib my wife; that as her life 


Loveth good ale to ſeeke, 


Full ft drinkes ſhe, till ye way ſee 


The tears run down her cheeke. 


Then doth the trowle to me the bowle 


E'en as a mault-worm ſholde ; 


And ſaith, „ Sweetheart, I've ta'en my part 


« Of this jolly good ale and olde.” 


Backe and fide, &c. 


Now let them drinke, -till they nod and winke, 


Even as good fellows ſhould do ; 


They ſhall not miſſe to have the bliſſe 


Good ale doth bring men to. 


And all good ſowles that have ſcour'd bowles, 


Or have them luſtily trolde, 


God fave the lives of them and their wives, 
Whether they be young or olde! 


Backe and fide, &c. 


Roviog 
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RN about, good fellows ta meet, 

I met with a man upon SaPfbury date ; 

I ſaw by his face that he was in good cafe 

To go and ſhake hands with a pot of good ale. 


The beggar who begs without any þ 
And De © Rae = lb 
Is as happy in as the miſer with baps, 
If once the ſhakes with a pot of good ale. 


The old pariſh vicar, when he's in bis liquor, 
Does merrily at his pariſhianers rail, $7 
Come pay all your tithes, or I'll kiſs all your wives,” 
When once he ſhakes hands with a pot of good ale. 


The old pariſh-clerk, his eyes are ſo dark, 

He cannot well read, the print is ſo fmalll ; 

But he'H fee ev'ry letter, and fing the pſalms better, 
If once he ſhakes hands with a pat of good ale. 


The farmer who hedges and ditches all day, 

And wearies himſelf out at the plough-tail, 

He'll talk of great things about princes and kings 
When once he fits down to a pot of good ale. 


If, in drinking about, we chance to fall out, 

Or any thing elſe doth our ſenſes aſſail; 

If words come to blows, or a ſharp bloody noſe, 
We'll drink and ſhake hands with a pot of good ale. 


mmm. 


Dr Tom, this brown jug that now foams. with 
mild ale | 


* ( 
(Ia which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale), 
Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul 
As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl. 
In booging about twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly toppers he bore off the bell— 
Bell, he bore off the bell. - | 


It chanc'd, as in dog - days he ſat at his eaſe, 
In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 


i 


- * 


| 
{ 
| 
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With a friend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow awa 1 
And with honeſt old — was Pakiog his > 


His breath-doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And be died full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long ia the ground it had lain, . 

And time into clay had reduc'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſaug, | 

And with part of fat Toby he made this brown jug, 

Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth and mild ale: | 

So here's to my lovely Facet Nan of the vale, 
Vale, ſweet Nan of the vale. 


2 * . * 
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HEN Bacchus, the patron of love, wit, and mirth, 
. With vineyards had planted the face of the earth, 
Tho? nations turn'd rebels, and broke from his ſway, 
Some, drunk with his bounty, .reſolv'd to obey. 

Derry down, &c. | 655 


He harneſs'd his tygers, he marſhall'd his force, 


Silenus was ſutler, Lord Pan led the horſe; 


The Ganges they paſt, came in fight of the foe, 
And a victory gain'd without ſtriking a blow. 


*T'was Pan did the feat, put their troops in a fright : 
For he ſlily ſtole into their camp over night; 

And while they lay ſleeping, not dreaming ſuch matter, 
He drew off their wine, 81540 their flaſks up with water. 


Next morn when they *woke, and their bottles pull'd out, 
The very firſt gulp put them all to the rout: 

They trembled from monarch to meaneſt mechanic; 
From whence comes the phraſe, To put men in a panic. 


Ye heroes of Europe, whoſe martial parade 
AttraQts the ſoft ſenſe of each dreſs-tempted maid, 


Well judge of this ſcheme, and impartial declare, 


Cou'd you with mere water march fearleſs to war ? 
That buck of the Greeks, Alexander by name, 


As much by his drinking as fighting got fame; 1 
i 25 He 


* 
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He was ſure of the da, lads, you muſt think, 
Who drank but to conquer, and conquer'd to drink. 


By foul pale-fac'd villains, who only drank water, 

Great Cæſar was dragg'd to the ſenate-houſe laughter; 

Had they drank what they ought, they! have dropt 
their deſign, 

And no more ſpilt his blood, thay we books ſpill our 
wine. 


'Tis by maxims more noble we nouriſh our r youth ; 
Kept conſtant to claret, we're conſtant to truth : 
On the virtues of wine we may ſafely depend; 

He who ſticks to his oY will ſtick to his friend. 


* JI _— — — - I 


Ln all, I pray, to the words I've to ſay, 

In memory ſure inſert em; 

Rich wines do us raiſe to the honours of bays; 
Luem non fecere deſertum ? 


Of all the briſk juice which vineyards produce, 
Claret Salt he peatnetiiigives fem” 
'Tis claret ſhall rait us mortals create, 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo vir rum. 


This is the wine, that in former time, 
Each wiſe one of the magi, 

Was wont to carouſe in a Een of boughs, 
Recubans ſub tegmine fagi. 


Let the glaſs fly about; till the bottle is out, 
Let each one do as he's done to : 

Avaunt thoſe that hug th* abominable j Tug 
Mong us, heteroclita ſunto. 


He's either a mute, or does poorly Aifpate,' 
That drinketh not wine as we men do; 

The more a man drinks, like a ſubtle ſphinx, 
Tantum valet iſte laguendo. 


How it cheers the brains, how it warms the in 


How — croſſes it arms us ! 
H h How 


( 362 ) 
And makes Nin hat o poor couragrouſly roa * 
Ei mntatas divers format. p yr £ bo 


Art thou weak or lame, or- thy wits to blame? 
Call for wine,” and thou ſhalt have it : 

Twill make thee to fiſe,” * * 
Est vim natura negavit. 


No vintners denyt to the lade that are E dey, 
Store of wine, whatc'er it coſt em; 
And if they don't pay till ſome future . 
5 Manet alta mente ER 


When, we merrily qualf, if any 8⁰ off, 
Or lily offer to paſs ye; 
Grre-his-noſe-a-twiteh, 2nd hiek-him- 0: th' breech, 


Nam componitur ab afſe. 


F303) 4 will 3}! 
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ow : we are ** hed FER! nit, 
From fyitems out of ſeaſon ;- . 8 
From lumber of the lying en, RY BY 
And ſyllogiſtie reaſon 2. 1 
| Never more we'll have-defin'd Thy 
N " If matter thinks or thinks not; | 
All the matter we ſhall mind, © 
Is he who drinks or 118 not. DO TOLD 20 


= Metaphyſical to trace, 3 
= The mind or ſoul abſtracted ; | 
| Or prove infinity of ſpace, 

| By cauſe on cauſe*effetted. 

Better ſoulswe cart become 
By immaterial thinking 5 z . 

And as to ſpace, we want no room, 9 

But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, \ vacuum, minis, plus, 89 
Are learned words and rare too; 
Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 
And theſe that pleaſe may hear too. 
| \ 
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A plenum in our wine we ſhow; ' | 
With plus and plus. behind, Sir; 
And when our caſh, is 2zizus low, 
A vacuum ſoon we find, Sir. 


Copernicus, that learned ſage, 
Dane Tycho's error — 
Declares (I don't know in what page) 
That earth round Sol is moving: 
But which goes round, what's that to us? 
Each is perhaps a notion; | 
With earth or ſun we'll make no fuzz, 
But mind the glaſſes motion. 


Great Galileo ill was us d - 
By ſoperſtition's fury; 

And antipodians much abug'd 
By ignoramus jury. | | 

But feet to feet we dare atteſt, ; 0 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy ; | 

For when we're drunk, probatum eff, 7 
We're tumbling topſy. turvy. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 

And different colours knew, Sir ; ? 
But let not us diſturb our beads, | 
We'll ſtudy only two, Sir; 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 

True humour's rarefaction; F 
After him we'll name our toalt, — | 
The centre of attraction. 
On that {heir we'll declaim, 
With Stratum ſuper ſtratum ; 
There's magic in the mighty name, 
"Tis nature's pπẽ,jjjm 
Wine in nature's next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend em; 
Firſt, tho', phyſically prove, 
That fempus gi bibendum. 5 | ' 4 
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-PHEs gods and goddeſſes lately did feaſt, 

Where Ambroſia with exquiſite ſauces were drek ; 
Their eatables did with their deities ſait, | 

But what they ſhou'd drink did occaſion diſpute. 


*T'was time that old Nectar were grown out of faſhion, 
Being what they did drink long before the creation ; 
When the ſky-colour'd cloth was mov'd from the board, 


For making the bow], great Jove gave the word. 


The bowl it was large, of a heavenly ſize, 

Wherein they did uſe infant - gods to baptize. 

Quoth Jove, I'm inform'd they drink punch upon earth, 
Whereby mortal wits far exceed us in mirth: 


Therefore our wiſe godheads together let's lay, 

And endeavour to make it much ſtronger than they. 
Twas ſpoke like a god; fill the bowl to the top, 
He's caſhier'd from the heav* ns that leaves the leaſt drop. 


Away then Apollo ſent two of bis laſſes 

With pitchers to fill at the well of Parnaſſus ; 

To ports new born this liquor is brought, | 
And they ſuck it in fox their morning's. 10 ne 


Juno for lemons ſtept into her eloſet, 

Which, when ſhe is fick, ſhe infoſes in pelt. 

For goddeſſes may be as ſqueamilh' as gypſies; _ 
The ſun and moon, you know, bave thei eclipſes. 


Theſe lemons were call'd the Heſperian- fruit, 
Where a vigilant dra * was ſaid to look to't. 
Twelve dozen of theſe were well ſqueez'd in the water, 
The reſt of ingredients in order came a'ter. 


Venus, admirer of all things that's ſweet, 
(Without her infuſion there had been no treat) 
Commanded her ſuga ar-loaves, | white as her — | 
To be brought to the table by a pair of young loves. 


go wonderful curious thoſe deities were, 

The ſugar was ftrain'd through a piece of fine air. 
Jo olly Bacchus bt, notice, by dangling his bunch, 
That, without 


twoul not be unch. 
good "RR: . 
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What he meant, by the ſequel is very well kaowa:; 
They threw in ten gallons oft ruſty Langoon. 
Mars, tho? a blunt god, and chief of the biſuers, 
Was ſet at a table a-curling his whiſkers:': ' + 


voth he, Fellow-gods, and celeſtial 'gallantsy 
Foul not give a ig for the punch without Nantz ;: 
Therefore, my Ganymede,' I do command ye, L 
To throw in ten gallons of the beſt Nam? brandy. 


Saturn, of all the gods there, was the oldeſt, 

And we may imagine his ſtomach was coldeſt ; 

He out of his pouch did ſome tintmegs produce, 
Which, being well gratedf were put in the juice- 
Neptune this ocean of good liquor did crown, 
With a ſea-biſcuit baked hard in the ſao; 

The bowl being finiſh'd; a health then began; 
Quoth Jove, Let it be to that creature calꝰd: man; 


'Tis to him alone this great pleaſure we o- we; 
For heav'n, it was never true heav'n till now. 
The gods being.pleas'd, the health went about, 
Till Bacchus's belly had nearly burſt out. 

The other gods did oceans of punch ſwallow; Þ .) 
Acteon Aa hound and with huntſman did halloo. 
The punch was delightful, they plenty did bring, 
And all the world over the fame o't did ring. 


O ebe Ee, young! 
Wen I laught in fortune's ſpight, - 
Talk'd of love the whole day long 
And with nectar crown'd the night. 
Then it was, old father Care, 8 
Little reck'd I of thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. 
O che days, &c. | | 
FR Of H h 3 Truth, 
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Truth, they ſay, lies in a well,'; 
Why, I ow,  ne'er could ſee; i 172112. 
Let the water-drinkers tell, e 
There it always lay for me. 


For when ſparkliog' wine went . 
Never ſaw I fal{chood's * 1 | 
But ſtill hotieſt truth I found 
In the bottom of each Halt! 
O the days, &c. 


True, at length my vigour 's ; flown, 1 
I have years to bring decay; 7 
Few the locks that now I own, - 

| And the few I have are grey ! 


Vet, old Jerome, thou may'> boaſt, - 

While thy ſpirits do not tire, | ** 
Still; beneath thy age's froſt. 

Glows a te of youthful fire. & 4 | 

O the Jo, Ke. 230 $, 

1 — Pry 
HO! 10 pox. o' this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And Falk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 


Their face, and their air, and their mien; what a rout ! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play che fool and the ape, 

They dare not confide-in-the-juice-of the grape; 
But we honeſt fellows —'ſdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? 


Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure dae, * 
Our joys it increaſes, and lighten our woes ; 
Remember what tapers'of old'uv'd to ing, 
The man that is drunk is as rem es a king. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law'for his ticks 
Anacraon's caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix : * | 

The precedent's glorious, dd Ju, by thy fin po + 
10 2.1 on and drown the young dog in « bowl. 


What's E 
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What's life but a frolic, a ſong, and a lau?) 

My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 

40 May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound! ? 
| Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 5 = 


— 


— 


C I am, and contented I'll be; | 
For what can this world more afford, i kh 
Than a friend that will ſociably tipple with me, 
And a cellar that's vlenteoplly ſtor'd ? A a 


See! my vault door is open, deſcend evry |, LS 
Tap that caſk,' for the wine we will try; * K 

'Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to your taſte, 
And as bright as her cheeks to your eye. 


In a piece of ſlit- hoop I my candle have ftuck, 
'T will light us each bottle to hand; | | | 
The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I've broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. | 


- 


Sound that 8 in tune, and the binns are well fill'd; 
View that heap of Champaigne in the rear: 

Thoſe bottles are Burgundy; fee how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. W 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſcs, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 4 
When 1 calt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've got to ſubdue. 


Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No hic jacet be grav'd on my ftone; | 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 
And ſay that my drinking is done. 


21 


You know that our ancient philoſophers hold, 
There is nothing in beauty, or honour, or gold ; 
That bliſs'in e no mortal can find. 
And in truth, my good friends, I am quite of their — 
IN What 
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7 1 never oan doubt: 
„ and nothing without: 
wus the ſource of content; 


What makes à man ha 
*Tis fomething within 
This ſomething; they ſaid, 


And whate'er they calld it, was wine that they'meant;: 


Without us, indeed, it is not worth a pin; | 
But, ye gods } how divine once we get it within; 
*Tis then, of all bleſſiuge, the-fldori 
Aud, in in *ſpite-of the world, we can! 


When the bottle is-wantia the foul i is depreſt, 
And beauty can Eindle bs ame in the breaſt; * 
But with wine in our hearts 5 — OY x 
As gay as the linnet, and fond as the dove. 


The richeſt and greateſt are poor, and repine,, # 

If with gold and with grandeur you give them no wine; 
But wine to the penſant or ſlave if you bring, 
He's as rich as a Jet, and as'great av a king. 


With wine at my heart, I am happy ang free; , _ 
Externals without it are nothing to me: | 
Come fill, and this truth from a: bumper you's know, 
AMES wine is the „ A of e 


4 * 


1— 4 
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WHrk drink,” 195 we'll never have done; boys; 
Put the glaſs thef arohnd with the . boys. 
Let Apollo F example invite vs: _ 
For he's drunk every night; - THINGS 
Tbat makes him ſo bright, Fn 
That he's able next morning to light "EG 


Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion; © 

Unknown to Turk andéthe Perdban: 
Let Mahometan fools a | 
"Live by Heatheniſh rules, © 

And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee ; 
While the brave Britons fin 

Ad drink healths to their |; ing, 

And a ſig for their Sultan and Seb. 
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Wile Britannia, undaunted, ber rights till maintains, 
And her veterans conquer in far- diſtant plains, 
On the-brave volunteer equal glory attends, 

Who protects from invaſion his country and friends. 


A firm band ſee advance, who, with ardour, declare— 
In our country's defence ev'ry Briton ſhould ſhare : 

Then with ſpeed let us arm, now the danger draws "ig, 
And alone on our courage for ſafety rely. 


Let us think on the battles our anceſtors won "A 

Deeds heroic as their's, by their ſons may be done ; 

For our ſwords are as keen,—we're as eager for fame— 

And we'll prove, that their * deſcends with their 
name. 


Tho? unus'd to the field, * for action we 
And experience we'll gain by defeating the 
For can numbers the Hiri irit of Britons e' er bend! 

Or the ſlaves of oppreſſion with freemen contend ? 


Then let France, Spain, and Holland, their yaunting 
ive o'er 

Let their legions ar appear on our oft-threaten'd ſhore : | 

Like our own native rocks, till unmov'd we'll remain, 

And defy the fierce ftorm that aſſails us in vain. 


And when Britons unborn ſhall be told of our zeal, 
Our example they'll copy, our ardour they'll feel? 
Still Britannia ſhall boaſt of her freedom and fame, 
And __ foes, while owl — 1 ſhall honour her name, 


grows ; 
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ONEE the 8 of the Greeks, at denen feaſt, 
e bowls of rich nectar were quaſſing: 

Merry Momus, e them, was ſat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing) 

On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove 5 

He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome ſmart ftories told; 
And at _ thus began upon = 4 


u gie 
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% Sire, Atlas, Who long bas ube rien heres f. * 
© Grows gtievouſly tired of late: 

«© He ſays that mankind are much — than beider 
So he begs to be end of their weight.” - 

Jore, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter, Attraction, the charge of the world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miss, pleas'd with the preſent, reviewed the globe round, 
To ſee what each elimate was worth; 

Like a diamond, the whole with an atmoſphere bound, 
And ſhe varioaſly planted the earth : 

With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 7 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 

What ſuited each elime, on each clime ſhe bellow'ds.. 
And freedom; ſhe found, flouriſh'd here. 5 


27 cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
nardians to cheriſh the root; 12 
The a diggen oms of liberty gan then: to ſmile, 
And ſheen fed on the fruit, 
Toy fed, and. thus. bred, from a bounty, ſo rare, 
O preſerve ; it as free as twas giv'n! 
«We will while we've. breath ;. 5 we'll graſp it in 
> Then return, it untainted to o hebe n.“ | (death, 


4 l : 
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of Sie, roo mor | Will did en U. 
Himſelf for wooing, himſelf for wooing, 

To little Pe he made a leg, 8 

And was caflly coaings was vaſtly cooing. 

He whiftled and fung as he Nate pang, | 0 
Now coura e, Wim, now coura e, Wil * 1 
But when he came near; he to fear, 
And look'd'yaltly filly, look d vaſtiy filly. 


Then with a low bow, , Miſs, how d'ye do? 
There's hazy weather, there's hazy weather: 7 
O yes, I think ſo; ſo in we will go, 


| For the clouds do gather; the clouds do ater, is 


% 
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Ee talk'd of love and the pods above, 
And of little Cupid, of little Cupid; 
But to all that he ſaid, ſhe anſwer #5 


Yowre vaſtly ſtupid, you're vaſtly ftupid. 


He took. out his kaife to,end his life, 
His love ſo proving, his love ſo. proving : _ 
On her knees heidid drop, and pray d him to hg 
'T was. vaſtly movidg,, twas valtly moving. 


O put up your knife, and PII be your wife, 
My fweeteſt jewel, my ſweetelt jewel; 

For to come for to ga ſor to frighten one ſo, 

Was yaltly cruel, was valtly cruel, . 


Is chaorch went they, — were married fraightway ; ; 
e pariſh wa Happy 2 was nappy : ; 
The ates bad J ec fo they agreed ; 
To be vaſtly happy, to ve vaſtly happy. | ; 


The honey moon began i in June; 
But ere October, but ere October, 
Like married folk they felt the yoke, 


Aad grew vaſtly ſober, grew vaſtly ſober. 


* — 8 


Dux as a dragon ſure is he, 

The youth that dines or ſups with thee, 
And ſees — hears thee, full of fun, 

Loudly laugh, and quaintly pun. 


»Twas this firſt made me love my doſe, 
And rais'd ſuch pimples on my noſe ; 
For while I fill'd to ev'ry toaſt, 

My health was gone, my ſenſes loſt. 


I found the claret and champaign 4 
Inflame my blood, and mad my brain; E 
The toaſt fell fault'ring from my tongue, | 
I hardly heard the catch I ſung. 


I felt my gorge with ſickneſs riſe ; 
The candles danc'd before my eyes; 
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My fight grew dim, the room tura'd round ; ; 
I tumbled ſeaſeleſs on the ground. "+ 
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A Fond ſather's bliſs is to number his race, 
And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on their face; 
With their prattle be'll daily bimſelf entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleaſures, be mute: this is life's lovely view; 
When we look on our young ones, our youth we renew. 
Thus loving we live, and thus loving 'enjoyz © © 
No deceit. here diſtracts, no debauches-deftroy: 
From the May - morn of youth to winter's white age, 
Hand in hand with contentment we ſing thro” life's fla ; 
And when death bids us top, we end eaſy our fong, 
Then give the gods thanks that we've liv'd well ſo long. 
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The left-hand figures refer to the Table of original Tunes. 
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'A Wake my fair Barclay g 9 
As near a weeping ſpring Mrs Barbauld I4 

14 Ah, what is't to me Cunningham - 1989 
As Thyrſis reclin d - 37 
As down on Banna's banks — — 38 
9 As ober the mountains - - 44 

At Polwart on the green A. Ramſay = 50 

2 As Chloe on flowers Ar - 68 
As at noon Dulcina - I 72 
As on a ſummer's day Nove Aust 77 

3 A laſs that was laden — - 90 
Ah the ſhepherd's mournful Hamilton 124 
4 Adieu ye ſtreams Smollet . 128 
Ah me! how heavy © _ - - 132 
Ah, dear Marcella Dibdin - : 145 

6 Aſk not the cauſe Dryden - i 03008 
15 Aſpaſia rolls ber Ailin - . = 160 
5 Aﬀe me why I ſend yew INS | 
5 As on a ſunſhine - 191 
Around the ſpacious | ä 197 

16 As erſt to Damon's P. Jodler 208 
9 Ah, Strephon ! what can mean - 214 
16 Ah, why muſt words — 215 
Auſpicious ſpirits Bickerſaff - 225 
All you who ſet fail Foote - | 241 
At noon, on a ſultry Dorſet - 242 
Among all the arts Steven, - 252 
Ar Lantavre, Got bleſs her, - |: +; 2: 268 
All attendants apart MM; ſr Soper - 288 

I: A tailor there was - 288 
Alas, my fon - - 308 
As tink' ring Tom - - 312 
Attend, and hear how heroes-come Mood, 331 
2 A fond father's bliſs Stevens. . *.-.: 4 293 


ATS Ii 12 Be- 


n. 


12 Behold che fatal From Mera 4 
Beneath a green ſhade Dy Blacklock 9 


Bow the head Ailin - - 26 
Buſk ye, buſk ye - 5 51 
Beneath a beechs -  - 0 
Blow, thou 3 5 — 126 

4 By love too og depri "IJ 
Believe my - 141 
1 By the fide Þ grove * Shenflos - 163 
Blyth Jockey young and gay * 228 
But are ye ſure - 304. 
+3 Beneath the ſhadows - — 313 
Blow high, blow.tow - - 333 
g Buſy curious thirſty fly - - 344 
By the gayly —— — ain 
Baniſh forrow - 355 


Come here, fond "799 Mrs Barkauld : 13 
Come, come, my good ſhepherds, Garrict 43 
Cloſely pent in thickſet arbour . fr Erfltine 102 


Come live with me Marler ” 104 
Come all ye youths Otway ' © 132 
Come, Chloe, and gise me C. — 2 134 
Cupid, god of love Capt. Tho - 138 
Can ye count the ſilver lights ** 184 
Come, gentle god Ailin — 193 

9 Come, gentle god TOs = 203 

8 Cruel Strephon ICS 224 

f Come, rouſe from your — Burgeyne 324 
Come, puſh the bowl about, Lad) Craven 332 
Cheerly, my hearts Series - 339 
Come, ye lads ' . 2842 

5 Come gie's a ſang Stinner a - 344 
Contented I am Steven F 17k WA 
17 Delia's fmile is wealth - - 113 
17 Deareſt Kitty, kind . 123 
12 Dejected as true converts S. D. / Berdieglen. 154 
9 Drink to me omY B. * . 156 

| 9 Deign, tuneful nine, IT 193 


rr * 


9 Defend my heart 


3 Devil burn them Parody a on Shenſtone 


Down in yon meadow 


Dear Tom, this brows jug Fowles 


4 Drunk as a dragon 


_ Evry bliſs that heav'n 
4 Endu'd with all 


17 Evning now from purple | S. LO 


14 Eliza, you ſay 
12 Ere love did firſt 


Ev'ry mortal ſome boa 


12 Fair Cynthia ſcarce 
Farewel, ye green fields, 

3 Forſaken m 

4 Fair and fol Fe and gay 


* 


Fair Hebe I left — 


8 Fairer than the op' ning 
4 Fain wou'd I, Chloris, 
Fatal are thoſe Robertſon 


3 For ever, O mercileſs Lord G. 


12 Flavia, why ſurmiſe 


12 From place to place Steele 


1 Flow joy to the ſouls 


J. Hope 


From the caſt breaks the morn 


From plowing the occan Brief, 


Fill your glaſſes 


12 Gentle herdſmen, tell to me 
4 Go, Yarrow flow'r Hamilton 
9 Go, plaintive ſounds Ditto 


4 Go tell Amynta Drydez 
17 Give me leave Rocheſter 


4 Go, gentle zephyr Lewis 


Guardian angels © Hara 
1 Give me but a wife 
Gin I had a wee houſe 


I i 2 


5 Fair, ſweet, and young Dryden 


- 
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3 Hark, bark! tis a voice. Gaal 0117219 woe 
14 Her ſheep had in cluſters Cunningham 7 21 
9 How pleas'd within Shenftont n 27 

3 How wretched the maiden Nate - 46 

1 How eaſy was Colin 7. S. III. 67 
How oft Louiſa Sheridan 22 „ 
Hail to the myrtle ſhade © Lee 119 
17 Have ye ſeen the morning A. Philip © 121, 
12 How oft, my Clara = of $—-h =» 147 
Hopeleſs ſtill in ſilenkt . 177 

4 Had I the world 9 Nang 
Hfaſte, my Nanette, Prior - 187 
Here's all her gear - „„ 

12 Hard is the fate Themen 202 

+ Hope and fear alternate IB 

_ +. How imperfeR is expreſſion Kelly 25 e 
14 Hence Belmour, perfidious 2 1:8 

1 Hiſtorians from Norway M E. "0 | 1 B40 
17 Have you e'er ſeen (See p. 121) - 278 
How happy a ſtate - | + \ - 282 
9 Happy the man „ 283 

5 Hertie be Highlant e 306 
Hark! hark away! - .. 320 
Hark ! hark the joy er 
Hark away, tis the merry | '-- 330 
How pleaſant a ſailor's 5+ 14 Tu © mew 
Hail England! old England - 338 

17 In the dark and lonely bo wr 15 
3 I faid on the banks Cunningham = 24 

I am a poor ſhepherd 5 - 49 
12 It chanc'd of late — = 60 
I had a heart Nie 23 91 

16 I with I were where Helen =o 93 
If that the world Sir V. l - 104 

It was a friar Percy | 105 

4 If ever thou didſt joy Mrs Barbauld © 117 

12 If wine and mulic Prior — 131 

9 I die your victim en oute 158 


117 
Ln 
— 


4 I told my nymph Shenftone | 


FS £0 28 45S 2 


If love's a ſweet paſſion 
4 If truth can fix Garrick 
4 I love, I doat Otway - 
4 I cannot change Rocheſter 


I wonder what the grave Cowley 


In this grove 
I'm in love with twenty 


r I am, cry'd Apollo From Fontaine by Tickel 


1 1 fing not of war 

In vain I try 
In the month of May | Dibdin 
I am a briſk 
It was about the Martiowas 
In Scetland there liv'd - 
It is, I believe - 
IT am a jolly buntſman. 
If I live to be old . Pope 

77 If the treaſur'd gold Fawkes 


| 


I cannot eat Sir J. Harrington 


Jenny is a a a 
Jolly true blues Bieler 


3 Kind nature had thrown - 


Love never mere - 
12 Love arme himſelf Was — 
14 Let bold ambition Fielding 
Love's but the frailty Congreve 


4 Life has no real Mrs:H. Pye 
4 Long fince unto * 
Laſt Valentine's day . 

Life is chequer'd - 


17 Let the philoſophic wiſc 
17 Love's a pain Faule, 
Look up to Pentland's 


Liſten all, 1 pray . 


My banks they are furniſh'd Shenftore 


My dear miltreſs Rocheſter 
Fiz 


From Horace 
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M Jeany and I CSIR 29-3 510) WG 
9 My roving heart _ — 148 
My ſoul is raviſh'd - - 173 
My lodging it is - 222 
My ſhepherd is gane - 225 
Maſter Tenkine Dibdin SK 237 

3 My father and mother - - 243 
My ſweet pretty Mogg Fo Reed + 310 
Mortals learn your lives . Mili zu neui 
My temples with cluſters 1. 353 

2 Now ev'ning had ting'd Dr. 0. - 8 
6 No more the feſtive - 28 
16 Near a ſmooth rivers - 95, 
4 No more, ye ſwains, - — 140 
Not on beauty's + — - 142 
Not, Celia, that I Sedley — 148 

9 No more feverely kind - Wass. 180 
Never till now - - 187 

4. No more ſhall meads Carew \s 190 

: Not the ſoft ſghs S. t con — 207 
17 Night to lovers e eee 
Io Now we are free Stevens 52 20 362 


O waly, waly ya 
3 On the bank of a river 
| One evening young Lucy 
9 Oh that I were the - 

O Nancy wilt thou Percy 

4 O lovely mad 

2 On pleaſure's ſmooth wing 
O had I been by fate . 
One night ay Celadon Prior — 
Oft have I laugh'd . Fackjon * - 
O ceaſe to Fin. Lady M. S. 


One morning very early 
1 Of all the brave captains C. EH. Williams 


One morniag young Roger - 
10 Of Anna's charms Baker © 


7 Oh what pain * 


I NA DI Ei XL 
O George Pve been Sir F. More 1. 


O ſaw ye my father | « 
O gin Lord North 2 - 
O the days when I was young Sheridan 
Once the gods of the Greeks Stevens * 
On Monday morn  - 
4 Perhaps it is not love Shen ne 
Prithee fair one Sir F. 22 [457 s 
18 Parent of blooming flowers Lyttelton 
Philira's charms —— 
10 Platonic lo re - 
1 Philoſophers tell us ie 
1 Pho, pox 0 this nonſenſe * ,ñ¾ 
. Roving about, good fellows - 359 
3 She came from the hills - - 59 
Sweet Annie ſlowly 69 
9 Since robb'd of all * Blackbock - 94 
17 Soft invader _ . 113 
Sweet are the banks - 122 
6 Since Emma caught 141 
Sighing and languiſhing S. D. of Binkinghem I 55 
Sweet tyrant love . 167 
Shepherds, I have loft my love 0 176 
Strephon the young Steele - 185 


9 Say, Myra, why is gentle love As 201 


6 Strephon, when you ſee _217 
Since loſt to peace - 221 
Since war's alarms - - 228 
1 Since wedlock's in vogue Cunningham 236 
Says Phelim, in Ireland - 259 

9 Sick of the town - - 271 
'Since laws were made Gay 1 291 

10 Some women take - „ 
Sylvia, whoſe eyes - 312 
12 Says Plato, wby - . 346 


10 Twas at the ſolemn | - - 142 


1: Mn . 


9 "The e of ex*ry- grove I choſe Prior 10 
9 The 3 foreſt Cunningham - 19 
9 The gentle ſwan Cunningham 22 
The f Iver moon's enamour d Cunninghar 23 
To fair Fidele's Collins © , 25 
15 Twas at the cool . — 29 
4 The ſun in virgin - 
" ..*Dwas in that ſeaſon — 40 
Tas ſummer, and fofily 7. Tait - 40 
14 The noon-tide fun - - | 
The fields were green - - 48 
To Celia thus fond Damon 5 vi 48 
Thy braes were bonny Logax - 54 
14 The day is departed. 2 
he morn was fair . 
14 The boſom of carth - " | | 
Twas on the morn of ſweet — - 38 
The north-eaſt wind — So 4 oF 
- 15 To filent groves Y OY, 65 
s The rifng ſun Graeues 67 
There was once a May Lady G. Baile 70 
The weſtern ſky Sbenſton n 78 
The lawland lads A. cy 8 
The lawland maids e 
The ſpring · time returns — — 
4 The ſky was clear | - 


9 ?Tis night, and on From e - 

#+ To him that in an hour Shenſtone — 

* The heavy hours Lyttelton - 

Thy fatal ſhafts Smollet * 

18 'Tis not the liquid brightneſs _ 

11 Tho? Chlee's out of faſhion h. 
4 The ſmiling plains Falcozer 3 * 
* The toplaile ſhiver Capt. Thomfon - 

13 Tell me not I Sir F. Eaton * 

9 Thovghtleſs of all — — 

The — whom I lowd — 
That Jenny's my friend — 
The bird that bears. 4; 

9 The fragrant lily 2 * 
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5 Tell me, Delia, 0 - % af 6 '150 
12 There is one dark Yar 112 = a 151 
Take, oh take my D e154 1h +: ne 
The lovely Delia Shen/tore 4 16:24 17am 
The fatal hours Shenſlone bit 162 
9 The pang that wounds - 164 
Tell me pride - - >: 1.4: 1:4 WAGE 
4 To fix her *twere a taſk. Saale . 170 
The nymph that undoes me me 182 
4 The riſing lark - 190 
Thou'rt gone away y — 194 
Through mournful ſhades Date PU! 196 
The merchant to ſecure Prior 200 
4 That which her ſlender Waller _ 201 
I Tov late for redreſs JIN — 26 
3 There be lovers - "PIE 249 
That I might not be plagu'd — 256 
10 Tom loves Mary - WO Te] 258 
There was a little man « (7 2 « | a0 
The girls of Kilkenny — — 262 
Tho? in theſe gay days . 263 
14 Two ears at a time : 270 
To dear Amaryllis M. Mendez =. (1 24a 
This world is a ſtage - — 3938 
There was once, it is faid Steven 276 
9 Three nymphs contending - 284 
The ſun was ſleeping - 282 
*Tis no very lang fin ſyne = 299 
There came a young man - 303 
The graſs had ne freedom - 316 
The duſky night Fieldin - 323. 
The ſun from the eaſt hes - 323 
The echoing horn Erle - 325 
The wand'ring ſailor - 332 
The world, my dear Myra - 346 
The feſtive board was met 1 9 349 
4 The thirſty earth Fawkes 0 356 


1 The gods and goddeſſes - 364 


* | Vain 


| Tz MOOT Ex 
-— Vaio is the thin _ . 


When merry hearts were gay 
16 When gentle Celia Mrs Barbauld 
18 When the fond zephyr Inn: |: 
3 Where now is that ſun 
3 When fairies dance - - 
Wbere the jeſſamine . TRL 7 
14 When the light cannot pierce Brerewood 
14 When the trees are all bare Brerewood 
3 When once I with Phyllida - 
When ſummer comes 
3 What ſhepherd or 
When the 


oympb R. Scart ” 
3 — 


12 When weſt 
9 What cheerful ſounds - - 
Whilt the children of fortune =_” 


3 Why will you my paſſion Sheyfine == — by 
Will ye go to the ewe- - 86 

3 While frequent on — Logan \ = 99 

3 Why ſteals from my boſom — 111 

12 When midnight reigns \.- "1888 
16 When firſt upon your Mr: Barbauld 118 


4 When charming Teraminta 
When your beauty appears Parnell 
9 While in the bower 
- Whilſt a captive - = 
8 Whilſt on thy dear — 
4 Why ſhould Inow . 
Why, cruel creature 
When firſt I ſaw thee 
9 Whilſt on forbidden Dr de la Ja ; 
Wherever I am . 
16 When Celia dwells „ 
When I think on your truth 
5 When bright Ophelia Shenffone 
When Chloe try'd n 
2 When Jeſſy ſmil'd * | 
When firſt by fond Dames + - 
While with fond rapture - 


IN D E X. 


5 When the rough north Smoller ar 
18 _— now are all A | 
hence comes my Sir Herrington | 

3 When clouds thas angel 2 

5 Why, lovely charmer Etherege - 

4 While Ceha makes - 

1 = throbs my fond 2. 

ill ye gang o'er the . 0 - 

4 What fory Les 5 _ 

Where 1s pleaſure — 
While from ourdeoks Privy - 
12 Where a fair mead «Lewis . 
16 When on thy boſom _— OE . 
While on my Colin's - - 
t What harm ia fo fimple 
15 What mean thoſe am ro Mrs Bein ö 

6 Wherever, Damon, thou - 
Who'll buy a heart - - 

19 Which is beſt - 

When young and artleſs 
Wou'd you be quite the thing Stevens 
While each love-fick Stevens - * 

x Well met, pretty nymph Stevens — 
When I awake From Voltaire - 
Without thinking on't 

14 Why will you plague me Mi/; Biegerf 

9 Who'er with curious Merrick 
When firſt I came to be — - 
Wha wadna be in love 

9 When Delia's eyes 
When once maſter Love Lady a 
When 'tis night Sheridan 

17 When I drain the roſy bowl From Ae 

4 While others barter Ditto 9 

4 Within a cool Fawkes - - 
What Cato adviſes - - 

1 When Bacchus the patron Stevens = 
We'll drink, and we'll never Congreve 
While Britannia undaunted od“ 4 


—— — . 
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3 Ve rivers-{o limpid D Blacklack t 
3. Ye ſhepherds and 1 Wee of Craman 
Le nymphs of the plaios | il Vs 
'S; Ves, theſe are the — (Shenſtone ne V/ 
Ve birds for whom Shenflone wiv 
kx > ho Colin © on {0th of) 
9 Ye verdant woods - © — 
3 Ye ſhepherds ſo cheerful hes: 71 
8. Ye ſhepherds give ear ** And se 
: Young Dorilas, an-artleſs avis t $126) 
9 Ye —— of this "Hamilton: pang 2 7; 
Ye ſhepherds and nymphs that nition 
13 Ves, I'm in love Whitehead o 
Ve cheerful virgins . * . 
9 1 meaner beauties Sir . — | el! 
ve happy birds Pintertoun 
Vou to love, and love , ng ern lt 
Ves, faireſt proof - Prior _ Are 
. 72 Young Strepbon the artful 
Ye nymphs, tis true 
'F Ve warblers, while io 7 
Ye zephyrs, come fluttenrn 
IF Ye clouds of a dirt colour: Yves. tom Ho) 


Ve virgins attend OS: 
14 Ye learned o'er claſſics Steven A 
Fe critics above Garrick e 
brug Ye belles and ye flirts | Whitehead rad 
Le foplings and prigs 4/1] 22868 
Ss You may fay what you will . 
Ve frolickſome ſparks 8 2 248 2 : . 


